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SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL; 

OB, THE 

FEIGNED INNOCENCE. 

A COMEDY. 



vot„ III. 



PROLOGUE. 



Fools, which each man meets in his dish each daj^ 

Are yet the great r^alios of a play ; 

In which to poets you but just appear. 

To prize that highest^ which cost them so dear : 

Fops in the town more easily will pass ; 

One story makes a statutable ass : 

But such in pUys must be much thicker sown^ 

Like yolks of eggs, a dozen beat to one. 

Observing poets all their works invade. 

As men watch woodcocks gliding through a glade : 

And when they have enough for comedy. 

They stow their several bodies in a pye : 

The poet's but the cook to fashion it. 

For, gallants, you yourselves have found the wit. 

To bid you welcome, would your bounty wrong ; 

None welcome those who bring their cheer along. 



SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL. 



ACT I. SCENE L 



Enter Warner solus. 

Warn. Where the devil is this master of mine ? 
he is ever out of the way, when he should do him- 
self good ! This 'tis to serve a coxcomb, one that 
has no more brains than just those I carry for him. 
Well ! of all fops, commend me to him for the 
greatest ; he's so opinioned of his own abilities, that 
he is ever designing somewhat, and yet he sows 
his stratagems so shallow, that every daw can peck 
them up : From a plotting fool, the Lord deliver 
me. Here he comes ; — O ! it seems his cousin's with 
him ; then it is not so bad as I imagined. 

Enter Sir Martin Mar- all, and Lady Dupe. 

L. Dupe. I think 'twas well contrived for your 
access, to lodge her in the same house with you. 

Sir Mart 'Tis pretty well, I must confess. 

Warn. Had he plotted it himself, it had been 
admirable. \_Aside. 

L. Dupe. For when her father Moody writ to 



SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL. 



Sir Martin Mar-all is imitated from the French of Mo- 
liere : nor, even with that qualification, is it entirely the work of 
Dryden. William Cavendish, Duke of Newcastle, renowned for 
his loyalty and gallantry during the Civil Wars, whether in com- 
pliance with the general custom amongst the men of wit and ho- 
nour at the court of Charles, or in order to place himself upon a 
level with that voluminous authoress, his Duchess, thought fit to 
compose several plays. Amongst other lucubrations, he transla- 
ted Moliere's " UEtourdi" and presented it to our author, by 
whom it was adapted for the stage. From respect to his Grace, 
it was published anonymously until 1697, when it appeared with 
Dryden's liame. The noble Duke being far more eminent as a sol- 
dier and an equestrian, than as an author, it may be readily allow- 
ed, that what is diverting in the piece has been inserted by our 
author. Upon the stage, indeed, the repeated and incorrigible 
blunders of Sir Martin must have appeared vpry diverting, since 
the play ran for no less than thirty-three nights, and was four 
times acted at court. Nokes, who acted this unfortunate cox- 
comb with inimitable humour, is said to have contributed much 
to this uncommon success. Moliere's play is followed with con- 
siderable exactness, allowing for such variations as the change 
of the scene from Paris to London appeared naturally to demand. 
One remarkable difference occurs in the conclusion : Ccelie is, in 
the original, at length united to her inconsiderate and blundering 
admirer. Mrs Millisent, the corresponding character in Sir Mar- 
tin Mar-all, rewards, with her hand and fortune, the ingenious 
Warner, who has all along laboured to gain her for his master. 
The alternative was a little embarrassing; but the decorum of the 
French stage would not have permitted the union of a lady with 
an intriguing domestic, nor would an English audience have been 
less shocked with seeing her bestowed on a fool. Besides, Sir 
Martin Mar-all is a more contemptible character than Lelie, who 
is less conceited and foolish, than thoughtless and inconsequen- 
tial. But although the character of a menial was not quite so low 
in the 17th as in the 18th century,— for pages, and the higher 
class of attendants in a nobleman's family, were often men of 
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me to take him lodgings, I so ordered it, the choice 
seemed his, not mine. 

Sir Mart I have hit of a thing myself some- 
times, when wiser heads have missed it ; but that 
might be mere luck. 

L. Dupe. Fortune does more than wisdom. 

Sir Mart Nay, for that you shall excuse me ; I 
will not value any man's fortune at a rush, except 
he have wit and parts to bear him out But when 
do you expect them ? 

jL. Dupe. This tide will bring them fix)m Graves- 
end. You had best let your man go, as fix>m me, 
and wait them at the stairs in Durham-yard. 

Sir Mart Lord, cousin, what-a-do is here with 
your counsel ! As though I could not have thought 
of that myself. I could find in my heart not to 

send him now stay a little 1 could soon 

find out some other way. 

Warn. A minute's stay may lose yoiur business. 

Sir Mart Well, go then ; but you must grants 
if he had staid, I could have found a better way 
—you grant it. 

L. Dvpe. For once I will not stand with you. 
[^Exit Warner.] 'Tis a sweet gentlewoman, this 
Mrs Millisent, if you can get her. 

jSiV Mart Let me alone for plotting. 

L. Dupe. But by your favour, sir, 'tis not so easy ; 
her father has already promised her ; and the young 
gentleman comes up with them : I partly know the 
man — ^but the old squire is humoursome ; he's stout, 
and plain in speech, and in behaviour ; he loves 
none of the fine town tricks of breeding, but stands 
up for the old Elizabeth way in all things. This 
we must work upon. 

Sir Mart Sure you think you have to deal with 
a fool, cousin ? 
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Enter Mrs Christian. 

L. Dupe. O my dear niece, I have some business 
with you. [^W^i^pers. 

Sir Mart. Well, madam, I'll take one turn here 
in the Piazzas ; a thousand things are hammering 
in this head ; 'tis a fruitful noddle, though* I say it. 

[^ar^V Sir Mart. 

L. Dupe. Go thy ways for a most conceited fool ! 
— ^but to our business, cousin. You are young, but 
I am old, and have had all the love-experience that 
a discreet lady ought to have ; and, therefore, let 
me instruct you about the love this rich lord makes 
to you. 

Chr. You know, madam, he's married, so that 
we cannot work upon that ground of matrimony. 

L. Dupe. But there are advantages enough for 
you, if you will be wise, and follow my advice. 

Chr. Madam, my friends left me to your care, 
therefore I will wholly follow your counsel, with 
secrecy and obedience. 

L. Dupe. Sweetheart, it shall be the better for 
you another day. Well then, this lord that pretends 
to you is crafty and false, as most men are, espe- 
cially in love ; therefore, we must be subtfe to meet 
with all his plots, and have countermines against 
his works, to blow him up. 

Chr. As how, madam ? 

L. Dupe. Why, girl, he'll make fierce love to you, 
but you must not suffer him to ruffle you, or steal 
a kiss. But you must weep and sigh, and say you'll 
tell me on't, and that you will not be used so, and 
play the innocent, just like a child, and seem igno- 
rant of all. 

Chr. I warrant you I'll be very ignorant, madam. 

jL. Dupe. And be sure, when he has towsed you, 
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not to appear at supper that night, that you may 
fright him. 

Chr. No, madam. 

L. Dupe. That he may think you have told me. 

Chr. Ay, madam. 

L. Dupe. And keep your chamber, and say your 
head aches. 

Chr. O most extremely, madam. 

L. Dupe. And lock the door, and admit of no 
night visits. At supper I'll ask where's my cousin, 
and, being told you are not well, I'll start from the 
table to visit you, desiring his lordship not to in- 
commode himself; for I will presently wait on him 
again. 

Chr. But how, when you are returned, madam ? 

L. Dupe. Then, somewhat discomposed, I'll say, 
I doubt the meazles or small-pox will seize on you, 
and then the girl is spoiled ; saying, poor thing, her 
portion is her beauty, and her virtue; and often 
send to see how you do, by whispers in my servant's 
ears, and have those whispers of your health return- 
ed to mine : If his lordship, thereupon, asks how 
you do, I will pretend it was some other. thing. 

Chr. Right, madam, for that will bring him fur- 
ther in suspence. 

L. Dupe. A hopeful girl ! then will I eat nothing 
that night, feigning my grief for you ; but keep his 
lordship company at meal, and seem to strive to put 
my passion off, yet shew it still by small mistakes. 

Chr. And broken sentences. 

L. Dupe. A dainty girl ! and after supper visit 
you again, with promise to return strait to his lord- 
ship ; but after I am gone, send an excuse, that I 
have given you a cordial, and mean to watch that 
night in person with you. 

Chr. His lordship then will find the prologue of 
his trouble, doubting I have told you of his ruffling. 
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L. Dupe. And more than that, fearing his fa- 
ther should know of it, and his wife, who is a ter- 
magant lady : But when he finds the coast is clear, 
and his late ruffling known to none but you, he will 
be drunk with joy. 

Chr. Finding my simple innocence, which will 
inflame him more. 

L. Dupe. Then what the lion's skin has failed him 
in, the fox's subtlety must next supply, and that is 
just, sweet-heart, as I would have it; for crafty 
folks treaties are their advantage ; especially when 
his passion must be satisfied at any rate, and you 
keep shop to set the price of love : so now you see 
the market is your own. 

Chr. Truly, madam, this is very rational ; and by 
the blessing of heaven upon my poor endeavours, I 
do not doubt to play my part. 

L. Dupe. My blessing and my prayers go along 
with thee. 

Enter Sir John Swallow, Mrs Millisent, and 

Rose, her maid. 

Chr. I believe, madam, here is the young heiress 
you expect, and with her he who is to marry her. 

L. Dupe. However I am Sir Martin's friend, I 
must not seem his enemy. 

Sir John. Madam, this fair young lady begs the 
honour to be known to you. 

Mill. My father made me hope it, madam. 

L. Dupe. Sweet lady, I believe you have brought 
all the freshness of the country up to town with 
you. \They salute. 

Mill. I came up, madam, as we country-gentle- 
women use, at an Easter-term, to the destruction 
of tarts and cheese-cakes, to see a new play, buy a 
new gown, take a turn in the park, and so down 
again to sleep with my fore-fathers. 
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Sir John. Rather, madam, you are come up to 
the breaking of many a poor heart, that, like mine, 
will languish for you. 

Chr. I doubt, madam, you are indisposed with 
your voyage ; will you please to see the lodgings 
your father has provided for you ? 

MiU. To wait upon you, madam. 

L. Dupe. This is the door ; there is a gentleman 
will wait you immediately in your lodging, if he 
might presume on your commands. [In a whisper. 

MiU. You mean Sir Martin Mar-all : I am glad 
he has entrusted his passion with so discreet a per- 
son. [In a whisper.'] Sir John, let me entreat you 
to stay here, that my father may have intelligence 
where to find us. 

Sir John. I shall obey you, madam. 

[Exeunt women. 

Enter Sir Martin Mar-all. 

Sir John. Sir Martin Mar-all ! most happily en- 
countered ! how long have you been come to town ? 

Sir Mart. Some three days since, or thereabouts : 
But, I thank God, I am very weary on't already. 

Sir John. Why, what's the matter, man ? 

Sir Mart. My villainous old luck still follows me 
in gaming ; I never throw the dice out of my hand, 
but my gold goes after them : If I go to piquet, 
though it be but with a novice in-t, he will picque 
and repicque, and capot me twenty times together : 
and which most mads me, I lose all my sets when 
I want but one of up. 

Sir John. The pleasure of play is lost, when one 
loses at that unreasonable rate. 

Sir Mart. But I have sworn not to touch either 
cards or dice this half year. 

Sir John. The oaths of losing gamesters are not 
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minded ; they forswear play as an angry servant 
does his misttess, because he loves her but too welL 

Sir Mart. But I am now taken up with thoughts 
of another nature ; I am in love, sir. 

Sir John. That's the worst game you could have 
played at ; scarce one woman in an hundred will 
play with you upon the square. You venture at 
more uncertainty than at a lottery : For you set 
your heart to a whole sex of blanks. But is your 
mistress widow, wife, or maid ? 

Sir Mart. I can assure you, sir, mine is a maid ; 
the heiress of a wealthy family, fair to a miracle. 

Sir John. Does she accept your service ? 

Sir Mart. I am the only person in her favour. 

Enter Warner. 

Sir John. Is she of town or country ? 

Warn. How's this ? [Aside. 

Sir Mart. She is of Kent, near Canterbury. 

Warn. What does he mean ? This is his rival. 

[Aside. 

Sir John. Near Canterbury, say you ? I have a 
small estate lies thereabouts, and more concernments 
than one besides. 

Sir Mart. I'll tell you then. Being at Canterbury, 
it was my fortune once, in the Cathedral church— 

Warn. What do you mean, sir, to intrust this 
man with your affairs thus ? 

Sir Mart. Trust him ? why, he's a friend of mine. 

Warn.lSo inatter for that ; hark you, a word, sir. 

Sir Mart. Pr'y thee leave fooling. — And as I was 

saying 1 was in the church, when I first saw 

this fair one. 

Sir John. Her name, sir, I beseech you. 

Warn. For heaven's sake, sir, have a care. 

Sir Mart. Thou art such a coxcomb — Her name's 
Millisent. 
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Warn. Now, the pox take you, sir, what do you 
mean? 

Sir John. Millisent, say you ? That's the name of 
my mistress. 

Sir Mart. Lord ! what luck is that now ! — ^Well, 
sir, it happened one of her gloves fell down ; I 
stooped to take it up ; and, in the stooping, made 
her a compliment. 

Warn. The devil cannot hold him ; now will this 
thick-skulled master of mine tell the whole story to 
his rival ! 

Sir Mart. You'll [say, 'twas strange, sir ; but at 
the first glance we cast on one another, both our 
hearts leaped within us, our souls met at our eyes, 
and with a tickling kind of pain slid to each other's 
breast, and in one moment settled as close and 
warm, as if they long had been acquainted with 
their lodging. I followed her somewhat at a dis- 
tance, because her father was with her. 

Warn. Yet hold, sir. 

Sir Mart. Saucy rascal, avoid my sight ; must 
you tutor me ? — So, sir, not to trouble you, I en- 
quired out her father's house, without whose know- 
ledge I did court the daughter, and both then, and 
often since coming to Canterbury, I received many 
proofs of her kindness to me. 

Warn. You had best tell him too, that I am ac- 
quainted with her maid, and manage your love un- 
derhand with her. 

Sir Mart. Well remembered, i' faith ; I thank thee 
for that, I had forgot it, I protest ! — My valet de 
chambre, whom you see here with me, grows me 
acquainted with her woman. 

Warn. O the devil ! 

Sir Mart. In fine, sir, this maid, being much in 
her mistress's favour, so well solicited my cause, 
that, in fine, I gained from fair Mistress Millisent 

4 
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an assurance of her kindness, and an engagement 
to marry none but me. 

Warn. 'Tis very well ! you have made a fair dis- 
covery ! 

Sir John. A most pleasant relation, I assure you : 
You are a happy man, sir! but what occasion 
brought you now to London ? 

Sir Mart. That was in expectation to meet my 
mistress here ; she writ me word from Canterbury, 
she and her father shortly would be here. 

Sir John. She and her father, said you, sir ? 

Warn. Tell him, sir, for heaven's sake, tell him 
all. 

Sir Mart. So I will, sir, without your bidding. — 
Her father and she are come up already, that's the 
truth on't, and are to lodge by my contrivance in 
yon house, the master of which is a cunning rascal 

as any in town ^him I have made my own, for 

I lodge there. 

Warn. You do ill, sir, to speak so scandalously 
of my landlord. 

Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll break your fool's head ; — 
so that, by his means, I shall have free egress and 
regress when I please, sir, without her father's know- 
ledge. 

Warn. I am out of patience to hear this. 

Sir John. Methinks you might do well, sir, to 
speak openly to her father. 

Sir Mart. Thank you for that, i'faith ; in speak- 
ing to old Moody, I may soon spoil all. 

Warn. So, now he has told her father's name, 'tis 
past recovery. 

Sir John. Is her father's name Moody, say you ? 

Sir Mart. Is he of your acquaintance ? 

Sir John. Yes, sir. I know him for a man who is 
too wise for you to over-reach ; I am certain he 
will never marry his daughter to you. 
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Sir Mart Why, there's the jest of it : He shall 
never know it : Tis but your keeping of my coun- 
sel ; I'll do as much for you, mun. 

Sir John. No, sir, I'll give you better ; trouble 
not yourself about this lady ; her affections are 

otherwise engaged, to my knowledge ^hark in 

your ear — her father hates a gamester like a devil : 
I'll keep your counsel for that too. 

Sir Mart Nay, but this is not all, dear Sir John ? 

Sir John. This is all, I assure you : Only I will 
make bold to seek your mistress out another lod- 
ging. lEaif Sir John. 

Warn. Your afiairs are now put into an excellent 
posture, thank your incomparable discretion ; this 
was a stratagem my shallow wit could never have 
reached, to make a confidant of my rival. 

Sir Mart I hope thou art not in earnest, man ! 
Is he my rival ? 

JFar».'Slife,he has not found it out all this while ! 
Well, sir, for a quick apprehension let you alone. 

Sir Mart How the devil camest thou to know 
on't ? and why the devil didst thou not tell me on't ? 

Warn. To the first of your devils I answer, her 
maid. Rose, told me on't : To the second, I wish a 
thousand devils take him that would not hear me. 

Sir Mart O unparalleled misfortune ! 

Warn. O unparalleled ignorance ! why he left 
her father at the water-side, while he led the daugh- 
ter to her lodging, whither I directed him ; so that 
if you had not laboured to the contrary, fortune 
had placed you in the same house with your mis- 
tress, without the least suspicion of your rival, or 
of her father. But 'tis well you have satisfied your 
talkative humour : I hope you have some new pro- 
ject of your own to set all right again : For my part, 
I confess all my designs for you are wholly ruined ; 
the very foundations of them are blown up. 
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Sir Mart. Pr'ythee, insult not over the destiny of 
a poor undone lover ; I am punished enough for my 
indiscretion in my despair, and have nothing to 
hope for now but death. 

Warn. Death is a bug-word; things are not 
brought to that extremity ; I'll cast about to save 
all yet. 

Enter Lady Dupe. 

L. Ikipe. O, Sir Martin ! yonder has been such 
a stir within ! Sir John, I fear, smokes your design, 
and by all means would have the old man remove 
his lodging ; pray God, your man has not played 
false. 

Warn. Like enough I have. I am coxcomb suf- 
ficient to do it ; my master knows, that none but 
such a great calf as I could have done it, such an 
overgrown ass, a self-conceited idiot as I. 

Sir Mart. Nay, Warner ! 

Warn. Pray, sir, let me alone. What is it to you 
if I rail upon myself? Now, could I break my own 
logger-head. 

Sir Mart. Nay, sweet Warner ! 

Warn. What a good master have I, and I to ruin 
him. O beast ! 

L. Dupe. Not to discourage you wholly. Sir Mar- 
tin, this storm is partly over. 

Sir Mart. As how, dear cousin ? 

L. Dupe. When I heard Sir John complain of 
the landlord, I took the first hint of it, and joined 
with him, saying, if he were such an one, I would 
have nothing to do with him. In short, I rattled 
him so well, that Sir John was the first who did 
desire they might be lodged with me, not knowing 
that I was your kinswoman. 

Sir Mart. Pox on't, now I think on't, I could 
have found out this myself* 

VOL. IIL B 
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Warn. Are you there again, sir ? Now, as I have 
a soul ' 

Sir Mart Mum, good Warner, I did but forget 
myself a little ; I leave myself wholly to you, and 
liiy cousin ; get but my mistress for me, and claim 
whatever reward you can desire. 

Warn. Hope of reward will diligence beget,. 
Find you the money, and I'll find the wit. 

l^ExeunL 
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Enter Lady Dupe, and Mrs Christian. 

Chr. It happened, madam, just as you said it 
would. — But was he so concerned for my feigned 
sickness ? 

L. Dupe. So much, that Moody and his daughter, 
our new guests, take notice of the trouble ; but the 
cause was kept too close for strangers to divine. 

Chr. Heaven grant he be but deep enough in 
love, and then 

L. Dupe. And then thou shalt distil him into 
gold, my girl. Yonder he comes. 111 not be seen ; 
you know your lesson, child. [^JEwit. 

Chr. I warrant you. 

Enter Lord Dartmouth. 

Lord. Pretty mistress Christian, how gkd am I 
to meet you thus alone ! 

Ckr. O the father ! what will become of me now ? 

Lord. No harm, I warrant you ; but why are you 
so afraid ? 

Chr. A poor weak innocent creature as I am, 
heaven of his mercy, how I quake and tremlble ! I 
have not yet clawed off your last ill usage, and 
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now I feel my old fit come again ; my ears tingle 
already, and my back shuts and opens ; ay, just so 
it began before. 

Lord. Nay, my sweet mistress, be not so unjust 
to suspect any new attempt. I am too penitent for 
my last fault, so soon to sin again. I hope you did 
not tell it to your aunt? 

Chr. The more fool I, I did not. 

Lord. You never shall repent your goodness to 
me. — But may I not presume there was some little 
kindness in it, which moved you to conceal my 
crime ? 

Chr. Methought I would not have mine aunt 
angry with you, for all this earthly good ; but yet 
I'll never be alone with you again. 

Lord. Pretty innocence ! let me sit nearer to you. 
You do not understand what love I bear yoi^f. I 
vow it is so pure, my soul's not sullied with one 
spot of sin. Were you a sister, or a daughter to me, 
with a more holy flame I could not bum. 

Chr. Nay, now you speak high words ; I cannot 
understand you. 

Lord. The business of my life shall be but how 
to make your fortune, and my care and study to 
advance and see you settled in the world. 

Chr. I humbly thank your lordship. 

Lord. Thus I would sacrifice my life and fortunes, 
and in return you cruelly destroy me ! 

Chr. I never meant you any harm, not I. 

Liord. Then what does this white enemy so near 
me? [Touching her hand gloved.^ Sure, 'tis your 
champion, and you arm it thus to bid defiance to 
me. 

Chr. Nay, fie, my lord ! In faith, you are to 
blame. [Pulling her hand away. 

Lord. But I am for fair wars ; an enemy must first 
be searched for privy armour, ere we do engage. 

[Pulls at her gfoise. 



so SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL. ACT II. 

Chr. What does your lordship mean ? 

Lord. I feat you bear some spells and charms 
about you, and, madam, that's against the law of 
arms. 

Chr. My aunt charged me not to pull off my 
glove, for fear of sun-buming my hand. 

Lord. She did well to keep it from your eyes, but 
I will thus preserve it [Htigging her hare hand. 

Chr. Why do you crush it so ? nay, now you 
hurt me, nay — ^if you squeeze it ne'er so hard— 
there's nothing to oojne out on't — fie— is this loving 
one — what makes you take your breath so short ? 

Lord The devil take me if I can answer her a 
word ; all my senses are quite employed another way. 

Chr. Ne'er stir, my lord, I must cry out. 

Lord. Then I must stop your mouth — ^this ruby 
for a kiss — ^that is but one ruby for another. 

Chr. This is worse and worse. 

Lady. [ FFiVAm.] Why, niece, whereareyou, niece? 

Lord. Pox of her mouldy chops ! 

Chr. Do you hear, my aunt calls ? I shall be 
hanged for staying with you — ^let me go, my lord* 

[Gets from him. 

Enter Lady Dupe. 

L. Dupe. My lord ! heaven bless me, what makes 
your lordship here ? 

Lord. I was just wishing for you, madam ; your 
niece and I have been so laughing at the blunt hu- 
jtnour of your country-gentleman. I must go pass 
an hour with him. [Exit Lord. 

Chr. You made a little too much haste ; I was 
just exchanging a kiss for a ruby^ 

L. Dupe. No harm done ; it will make him come 
on the faster. Never full gorge an hawk you mean 
to fly. The next will be a kkoe of pearl, I war* 
rant you. i 

Chr. But 
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X. Dupe. Tell bim I grew suspicious, and ex- 
amined you whether he made not love ; which you 
denied. Then tell him how my maids and daugh- 
ters watch you ; so that you tremble when you see 
his lordship. 

Ckr. And Uiat your daughtas are so envious, 
that they would raise a false report to ruin me. 

L. Dttpe. Therefore you desire his lordship, as he 
loves you, of which you are confident, hencefor- . 
ward to forbear his visits to you. 

Chr. But how, if he should take me at my word ? 

L. Dupe. Why, if the worst come to the worst, 
he leaves you an honest woman, and there's an end 
on't. But fear not that ; bold out his messages, and 
then he'll write, and that is it, my bird, which you 
must drive it to. Then all his letters will be such 
ecstasies, such vows and ^mises, which you must 
answer short and simply, yet still ply out of them 
your advantages. 

Ckr. But, madam, he's in the house, he will not 
write. 

L. Dupe. You fool — ^he'U write firom the next 
chamber to you ; and, rather than feil, send his page 
post with it, upon a hobby-horse. Then grant a 
meeting, but tell me of it, and I'll prevent him by 
my being there; he'll curse me, but I care not. 
When you are alone, he'll urge his lust, which an- 
swer you with scorn and anger. 

Chr. As thus an't please you, madam. What ! 
Does he think I will be damn'd for him ? Defame 
my family, ruin my name, to satisfy his pleasure ? 

L. Dupe. Then he will be profane in nis argu- 
ments, urge nature's laws to you, 

Chr. By'r lady, and those are shrewd arguments ; 
but I'm resolved I'll stop my ears. 
. XM.Dtipe. Then wbenne sees no other thing will 
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move you, he'll sign a portion to you beforehand. 
Take hold of that, and then — of what you will. 

\_JExeunf. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Sir John, Mrs Millisent, and Rose. 

ASir John. Now, fair Mrs Millisent, you see your 
chamber ; your father will be busy a few minutes, 
and in the mean time permits me the happiness to 
wait on you. 

Mill. Methinks you might have chose us better 
lodgings, this house is full ; the other, we saw first, 
was more convenient. 

Sir John. For you, perhaps, but not for me. You 
might have met a lover there, but I a rival. 

Mill. What rival ? 

Sir John. You know Sir Martin, — I need not 
name it to you. 

Mill. I know more men besides him. 

Sir John. But you love none besides him. Can 
you deny your affection to him ? 

MiU. You have vexed me so, I will not satisfy 
you. 

Sir John. Then I perceive I am not likely to be 
so much obliged to you, as I was to him. 

Mill. This is romance — I '11 not believe awordon't. 

Sit John. That's as you please. However 'tis be- 
lieved, his wit will not much credit your choice. 
Madam, do justice to us both ; pay his ingratitude 
and folly with your scorn ; my service with your 
love. By this time your father stays for me. I 
shall be discreet enough to keep this fault of yours 
from him ; the lawyers wait for us to draw your 
jointure ; and I would beg your pardon for my ab- 
sence, but that my crime is punished in itself. [^Exit 

Mill. Could I suspect this usage from a favoured 
servant ! 
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Rose. First hear Sir Martin, ere you quite con- 
demn him ; consider, 'tis a rival who accused hira. 

MiB. Speak not a word in his behalf. Methought 
too, Sir John called hira fool. 

Rose. Indeed he has a rare way of acting a fool, 
and does it so naturally, it can scarce be distin- 
guished. 

Mill. Nay, he has wit enough, that's certain. 

Bose>. How blind love is I 

fitter Warner. 

Mill. How now, what's his business ? I wonder, 
after such a crime, if his master has the face to send 
him to me. 

Ease. How durst you venture hither ? If either 
Sir John or my old master see you !— 

Warn. Pish ! they are both gone out. 

Rose. They went but to the next street ; ten to 
one but they return and catch you here. 

Warn. Twenty to one I am gone before, and 
save them a labour. 

Mill. What says that fellow to you ? What bu- 
siness can he have here ? 

Warn. Lord, that your ladyship should ask that 
question, knowing whom I serve ! 

MiU. I'll hear nothing from your master. 

Warn. Never breathe, but this anger becomes 
your ladyship most admirably ; but though you'll 
hear nothing from him, I hope I may speak a word 
or two to you from myself, madam. 

jRose. 'Twas a sweet prank your master played us. 
A lady's well helped, up, that trusts her honour in 

such a person's hands. To tell also, and to his 

rival too. — Excuse him if thou canst. [Aside. 

Warn. How the devil should I excuse him ? Thou 
know'st he is the greatest fop in nature. 

lAside to Rose. 
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Base. But my lady does not know it ; if she did— 

Mill. I'll have no whispering. 

Warn. Alas, madam, I have not the confidence 
to speak out, unless you can take mercy on me. 

MiU. For what ? 

Warn. For telling Sir John you loved my master, 
madam. But sure I little thought he was his rival. 

Bose. The witty rogue has taken it on himself. 

[Aside. 

MiU. Your master then is innocent ? 

Warn. Why, could your ladyship suspect him 
guilty ? Pray tell me, do you think him ungrateful, 
or a fool ? 

MiU. I think him neither. 

Warn. Take it from me, you see not the depth 
of him. But when he knows what thoughts you 
harbour of him, as I am faithful, and must tell him, 
I wish he does not take some pet, and leave you. 

MiU. Thou art not mad, I hope, to tell him on't ; 
if thou dost, I'll be sworn, I'll forswear it to him. 

Warn. Upon condition then you'll pardon me, 
ni see what I can do to hold my tongue. 

MiU. This evening, in St James's Park, I'll meet 
him. [Knock within. 

Warn. He shall not fail you, madam. 

Bose. Somebody knocks — Oh, madam, what shall 
we do ! 'Tis Sir John, I hear his voice. 

Warn. What will become of me ? 

MiU. Step quickly behind that door. 

[Warner goes out. 

To them Sir John. 

MiU. You've made a quick despatch, sin 

Sir John. We have done nothing, madam ; our 

man of law was not within—— but I must look for 

some writings. 
MiU, Where are they laid ? 
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Sir John. In the portmanteau in the drawing- 
room. [/* going to the door. 

Mill. Pray, stay a little, sir. 

Warn. \^At the door.'\ He must pass just by me ; 
and, if he sees me, I am but a dead man. 

Sir John. Why are you thus concerned ? why do 
you hold me ? 

Mill. Only a word or two I have to tell you. 
'Tis of importance to you. 

Sir John. Give me leave 

Mill. I must not, before I discover the plot to 
you. 

Sir John. What plot ? 

Mill. Sir Martin's servant, like a rogue, comes 
hither to tempt me from his master, to have met 
him. 

Warn. \_At the door.'\ Now, would I had a good 
bag of gunpowder at my breech, to ram me into 
some hole ! 

Mill. For my part, I was so startled at the mes- 
sage, that I shaU scarcely be myself these two days. 

Sir John. Oh that I had the rascal ! I would teach 
him to come upon such errands. 

Warn. Oh for a gentle composition, now ! An 
arm or leg I would give willingly. 

Sir John. What answer did you make theyillain? 

MiU. I over-reached him clearly, by a promise of 
an appointment of a place I named, where I never 
meant to come : But would have had the pleasure, 
first, to tell you how I served him. 

Sir John. And then to chide your mean suspicion 
of me ; indeed I wondered you should love a fooL 
But where did you appoint to meet him ? 

MiU. In Gray's-Inn walks. 

Warn. By this light, she has put the change 
upon him ! O sweet womankind, how I love thee 
for that heavenly gift of lying I 
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Sir John. For this evening I will be his mistress ; 
he shall meet another Penelope than he suspects. 

Mill. But stay not long away. 

Sir John. You overjoy me, madam. [Exit. 

Warn. [Entering.'] Is he gone, madam ? 

Mill. As far as Gray's-Inn walks : Now I have 
time to walk the other way, and see thy master. 

Warn. Rather let him come hither : I have laid 
a plot, shall send his rival far enough from watching 
him, ere long. 

Mill. Art thou in earnest ? 

Warn. 'Tis so designed, fate cannot hinder it. 
Our landlord, where we lie, vexed that his lodgings 
should be so left by Sir John, is resolved to be re- 
venged, and I have found the way. You'll see the 
effects on't presently. 

R4)S€. O heavens ! the door opens again, and Sir 
John is returned once more. 

Enter Sir John. 

Sir John. Half my business was forgot ; you did 
not tell me when you were to meet him. — Ho ! 
what makes this rascal here ? 

Warn. 'Tis well you're come, sir, else I must have 
left untold a message I have for you. 

Sir John. Well, what's your business, sirrah ? 

Warn. We must be private first; 'tis only for 
your ear. 

Rose. 1 shall admire his wit, if in this plunge he 
can get off. 

Warn. I came hither, sir, by my master's or- 
der 

Sir John. I'll reward you for it, sirrah, immedi 
ately. 

Warn. When you know all, I shall deserve it, 
sir : 1 came to sound the virtue of your mistress ; 
which I have done so cunningly, I have at last ob- 
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tained the promise of a meeting. But my good 
master, whom I must confess more generous than 
wise, knowing you had a passion for her, is resol- 
ved to quit. And, sir, that you may see how much 
he loves you, sent me in private to advise you still 
to have an eye upon her actions. 

Sir John. Take this diamond for thy good news ; 
and give thy master my iacknowledgments. 

Warn. Thus the world goes, my masters ! he, 
that will cozen you, commonly gets your goodwill 
into the bargain. [Aside. 

Sir John. Madam, I am now satisfied of all sides ; 
first of your truth, then of Sir Martin's friendship. 
In short, I find you two cheated each other, both 
to be true to me. 

MiU. Warner is got ofi* as I would wish, and the 
knight over-reached. [^Aside. 

Enter to them the Landlord^ disguised like a 

carrier. 

Rose. How now ! what would this carrier have ? 

Warn. This is our landlord, whom I told you of; 
but keep your countenance. \^Aside to her. 

Land. I was looking hereaway for one Sir John 
Swallow ; they told me I might hear news of him 
in this house. 

Sir John. Friend, I am the man ; what have you 
to say to me ? 

Land. Nay, faith, sir, I am not so good a schol- 
lard to say much, but I have a letter for you in 
my pouch. There's plaguy news in it, I can tell 
you that. 

Sir John. From whom is your letter ? 

Land. From your old uncle Anthony. 

Sir John. Give me your letter quickly. 

Land. Nay, soft and fair goes far. — Hold you, 
hold you. It is not in this pocket. 
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Sir John. Search in the other, then ; I stand on 
thorns. 

Land. I think I feel it now, this should be who. 

Sir John. Pluck it out then. 

Land. I'll pluck out my spectacles, and see first 
\Beads.'] ToMrPaulGrimbard — apprentice to- 



No, that's not for you, sir — that's for the son of the 
brother of the nephew of the cousin of my gossip 
Dobson. 

Sir John. Pry thee, despatch ; dost thou not know 
the contents on't ? 

Land. Yes, as well as I do my pater noster^ 

Sir John. Well, what's the business on't ? 

Land. Nay, no great business ; 'tis but only that 
your worship's father's dead. 

Sir John. My loss is beyond expression ! How 
died he ? 

Land. He went to bed as well to see to as any 
man in England, and when he awakened the next 
morning — 

Sir John. What then ? 

Land. He found himself stark- dead. 

Sir John. Well, I must of necessity take orders 
for my father's funeral, and my estate : — Heaven 
knows with what regret I leave you, madam. 

Mill. But are you in such haste, sir ? I see you 
take all occasions to be from me. 

Sir John. Dear madam, say not so. A few days 
will, I hope, return me to you. 

To them Sir Martin, 

Noble Sir Martin, the welcomest man alive ! let me 
embrace my friend. 

Bose. How untowardly he returns the salute ! 
Warner will be found out. ^Aside. 

. iJ W I ! you have obliged me to 



SCENE II. SIB MABTIN MAB-ALL* 29 

Sir Mart How have I obliged you, sir ? I would 
have you to know I scorn your words ; and I would 
I were hanged, if it be not the farthest of my 
thoughts. 

Mill. O cunning youth ! he 'acts the fool most 
naturally. Were we alone, how would we laugh 
together ! [Asuie. 

Sir John, This is a double generosity, to do me 
favours, and conceal 'em from me; but honest 
Warner here has told me all. 

Sir Mart. What has the rascal told you ? 

Sir John. Your plot to try my mistress for me — 
you understand me, concerning your appointments 

Warn. Sir, I desire to speak in private with you. 

Sir Mart. This impertinent rascal ! when I am 
most busy, I am ever troubled with him. 

Warn. But it concerns you I should speak with 
you, good sir. 

Sir Mart. That's a good one, i'faith ; thou know- 
est breeding well, that I should whisper with a 
serving-man before company. 

Warn. Remember, sir, last time it had been 
better 

Sir Mart. Peace, or I'll make you feel my double 
fists ; if I don't fright him, the saucy rogue will call 
me fool before the company. 

MiU. Thatwasactedmostnaturally again. \^Aside. 

Sir John. [ To himJ] But what needs this dis- 
sembling, since you are resolved to quit my mis- 
tress to me ? 

Sir Mart. I quit my mistress ! that's a good 
one, i'faith. 

Mill. Tell him you have forsaken me. [^Aside. 

Sir Mart I understand you, mad^m, you would 
save a quarrel ; but, i'faith, I'm not so base : I'U see 
him hanged first. 

Warn. Madam, my master is convinced, in pru- 

2 
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dence he should say so. But love o'ermasters him ; 
when you are gone, perhaps he may. 

MiU. I'll go, then. — Gentlemen, your servant ; I 
see my presence brings constraint to the company. 

[Exeunt Mill, and Rose. 

Sir John. I'm glad she's gone ; now we may talk 
more freely ; for if you have not quitted her, you 
must. 

Warn. Pray, sir, remember yourself. Did not 
you send me of a message to Sir John, that for his 
friendship you had left Mistress Millisent ? 

Sir Mart. Why, what an impudent lying rogue 
art thou ! 

Sir John. How's this ! Has Warner cheated me ? 

Warn. Do not suspect it in the least. You know, 
sir, it was not generous, before a lady, to say he 
quitted her. 

Sir John. O ! was that it ? 

Warn. That was all. — Say, Yes, good Sir John — 
or I'll swinge you. [Aside. 

Sir Mart. Yes, good Sir John. 

Warn. That's well ; once in his life he has heard 
good counsel. 

Sir Mart. Heigh, heigh, what makes my land- 
lord here ? He has put on a fool's coat, I think, to 
make us laugh. 

Warn. The devil's in him, he's at it again ; his 
folly's like a sore in a surfeited horse ; cure it in one 
place, and it breaks out in another. 

Sir Mart. Honest landlord, i'faith, and what 
makes you here ? 

Sir John. Are you acquainted with this honest 
man? 

Land. Take heed what you say, sir. 

[ To Sir Mart. 5o/%. 
Sir Mi \ 1 J 3d what you say, sir ! Why ? 

of? of you, sir ? I say, sir, I 
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know him, sir ; and I have reason to know him, sir ; 
for I am sure I lodge in his house, sir — Nay, never 
think to terrify me, sir; 'tis my landlord here in 
Charles- street, sir. 

Land. Now I expect to be paid for the news I 
brought him. 

Si John. Sirrah, did you not teU me that my fa- 
ther — - 

Land. Is in very good health, for aught I know^ 
sir ; I beseech yoU to trouble yourself no farther 
concerning him. 

Sir John. Who set you on to tell this lie? 

Sir Mart. Ay, who set you on, sirrah ? This was 
a rogue tha]t would cozen us both ; he thought I 
did not know him. Down on your marrowbones^ 
and confess the truth. Have you no tongue, you 
rascal ? 

Sir John. Sure *tis some silenced minister. He 
grows so fat, he cannot speak. 

Land. Why, sir^ if you would know, 'twas for 
your sake I did it. 

Warn. For my master's sake ! why, you impu- 
dent varlet, do you think to 'scape us with a lie ? 

Sir John. How was it for his sake ? 

Warn. 'Twas for his own» sir ; he heard you were 
the occasion the lady lodged not at his house, and 
so he invented this lie ; partly to revenge himself 
of you, and partly, I believe, in hope to get her 
once again when you were gcHie. 

Sir John. Fetch me a cudgel, pr'ythee. 

Land. O good sir ! if you beat me, I shall run 
into oil immediately. 

Warn. Hang him, rogue ; he's below your anger, 

I'll maul him for you — the rogue's so big, I think 

will ask two days to beat him all over. \Beats him. 

Land. O rogue ! O villain, Warner ! — ^Bid him 
hold, and I'll confess, sir. 
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Warn. Get you gone without replying. Must 
such as you be prating ? \_Seats Aim out 

Eater Kos£. 

Hose. Sir, dinner waits you on the table. 

Sir John. Friend, wiU you go along, and take 
part of a bad repast ? 

Sir Mart. Thank you ; but I am just risen Crom 
table. 

Warn. Now he might sit with his mistress, and 
has not the wit to find it out. 

Sir John. You shall be very welcome. 

Sir Mart. I have no stomach, sir. 

Warn. Gtet you in with^a vengeance. Yon have 
a better stomach than you think you have. 

[Pushes Mm. 

Sir Mart. This hungry Diego rogue would shame 
me ; he thinks a gentleman can eat like a serving- 
man. 

Sir John. If you will not, adieu, dear sir ; in any 
thing command me. [Exit 

Sir Mart. Now we are alone : Han't I carried 
matters bravely, sirrah ? 

Warn. O yes, yes, you deserve sugar-plums ; first 
for your quarrelling with Sir John ; then for disco- 
vering your landlord ; and, lastly, for refusing to 
dine with your mistress. AH this is since the last 
reckoning was wiped out. 

Sir Mart. Then, why did my landlord disguise 
himself, to make a fool of us ? 

Warn. You have so little brains, that a penny- 
worth of butter, melted under 'em, would set 'em 
afloat. He put on that disguise, to rid you of your 
rival. 

Sir Mart. Why was not I worthy to keep your 
counsel th^n ? 

Warn. It had been much at one. You would but 
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have drunk the secret do\vn, and pissed it out to 
the next company. 

Sir Mart Well, I find I am a miserable man : I 
have lost my mistress^ and may thank myself for 
it 

Warn. You'll not confess you are a fool, I war- 
rant. 

Sir Mart Well, I am a fool, if that will satisfy 
you : But what am I the nearer, for being one ? 

Warn. O yes, much the nearer ; for now fortune's 
bound to provide for you ; as hospitals are built for 
lame people, because they cannot help themselves. 
Well ; I have a project in my pate. 

Sir Mart Dear rogue, what is*t ? 

Warn. Excuse me for that : But while 'tis set a 
working, you would do well to screw yourself into 
her father's good opinion. 

Sir Mart If you will not tell me, my mind gives 
me, I shall discover it again. 

Warn. I'll lay it as far out of your reach as I can 
possibly. 

For secrets are edged tools. 

And must be kept from children and from fools. 

[^Exeunt 
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Enter Rose and Warner meeting. 

» 

Rose. Your worship's most happily encountered. 

Warn. Your ladyship's most fortunately met. 

Rose. I was going to your lodging. 

Warn. My business was to yours. 

Rose. I have something to say to you that 

Warn. I have that to tell you 

Rose. Understand then 

VOL. III. c 
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Warn. If you'll hear m( 
Rose. I believe that— 



Wiam. I am of opinion, that 



Bose. Pry'thee hold thy peace a little, till I have 
done. 

Wiam. Cry you mercy, Mrs Rose ; Til not dis- 
pute your ancient privilege of talking. 

Base. My mistress, knowing Sir John was to be 
abroad upon business this afternoon, has asked 
leave to see a play : And Sir John has so great a 
confidence of your master, that he will trust no 
body with her, but him. 

Warn. If my master gets her out, I warrant her, 
he shall shew her a better play than any is at either 
of the houses— here they are : I'll run and prepare 
him to wait upon her. [^Ejsit. 

Enter old Moody, Mrs Milhsent, and Lady 

Dupe. 

Mill. My hoods and scarfs there, quickly. 

L. Dupe. Send to call a coach there. 

Mood. But what kind of man is this Sir Martin, 
with whom you are to go ? 

L.I)upe. A plain down-right country-gentleman, 
I assure you. 

Mood. I like him much the better for it. For I 
hate one of those you call a man of the town, one 
of those empty fellows of mere out-side : They have 
nothing of tiie true old English manliness. 

Bose. I confess, sir, a woman's in a bad condi- 
tion, that has nothing to trust to, but a peruke 
above, and a well-trimmed shoe below. 

To them Sir Martin. 

MiU. This, sir, is Sir John's friend ; he is for your 
humour, sir ; he is no man of the town, but bred 
up in the old Elizabeth way of plainness. 
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Sir Mart. Ay, madatn, your ladyship may say 
your pleasure of me. 

To them Warner. 

Wtam. How the devil got he here before me ! 
'Tis very unlucky I could not see him first. 

Sir Mart. But, as for painting, music, poetry, 
and the like, I'll say this of mysel f 

Warn. TU say that for him, my master under- 
stands none of them, I assure you, sir. 

SirMartYou impudent rascal, hold your tongue : 
I must rid my hands of this fellow ; the rogue is 
ever discrediting me before company. 

Mood. Never trouble yourself about it, sir, for I 
like a man that 

Sir Mart. I know you do, sir, and therefore I 
hope you'll think never the worse of me for his pra- 
ting : For, though I do not boast of my own good 
parts 

Warn. He has none to boast of, upon my faith, 
sir. 

Sir Mart. Give him not the hearing, sir ; for, if 
I may believe my friends, they have flattered me 
with an opinion of mor e 

Warn. Of more than their flattery can make 

good, sir ; 'tis true he tells you, they have flattered 
im ; but, in my conscience, h^ is the most down- 
right simple-natured creature ip the world. 

Sir Mart. I shall consider you hereafter, sirrah ; 
but I am sure in all companies I pass for a vir- 
tuoso. 

Mood. Virtuoso ! What's that too ? is not virtue 
enough without O so ? 

Sir Mart. You have reason, sir. 
Mood. There he is again too ; the town phrase ; 
a great compliment I wis ! you have reason^ sir ; 
that is, you are no beast, sir. 

8 
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Wam^A word in private, sir. — ^You mistake this 
old man; he loves neither painting, music, nor 
poetry; yet recover yourself, if you have any brains. 

&A&ide to him. 
^ ^ o about again, 

I warrant you. — I beg your pardon a thousand 
times, sir ; 1 vow to gad I am not master of any of 
those perfections ; for,, in fine, sir, I am wholly igno- 
rant of pamtiiig, music, and poetry ; only some rude 
escapes ; but, in fine, they are such, that, in fihe, 
sir 

fFam. This is worse than all the rest. {Aside. 

Mood. By coxbones,- one word more of all this 
l^bberish,. and old Madge shall fly about your ears : 
What is this, infine^ he keeps such a coil with too ? 

Mm. 'Tis a phrase aJa-modej sir ; and is used in 
conversation now, as a whiff of tobacco was former- 
ly in the midst of a discourse for a thinking while. 

Id. Hupe. In plain English, in fine is, in the end, 
sir*. 

Mood. But, by coxbones, there is no end on't, 
methinks : If thou wilt have a foolish word to lard 
thy lean discourse with, take an English one when 
thou speakest English ! as, so sir, and then sir, and 
so forth ; 'tis a more manly kind of nonsense : And 
a pox of infine^ for I'll hear no more on't. 

Warn. He's gravelled, and I must help him out. 
{Aside.'] Madam, there^s a coach at the door, to car- 
ry you to the play. 

Sir Mart.. Which house do you mean to go to ? 

Mia. The Duke's, I think. 

Sir Mart. It is a damn'd play, and has nothing 
m't. 

MiU. Then let us to the King'^s. 

Sir Mart. That's e'en as bad. 

Warn. This is past enduring. [^Aside.] There was 
an ill play set up, sir, on the posts ; but I can assure 
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you the bills are altered since you saw them^ and 
now there are two admirable comedies at both 
houses. 

Mood. But my daughter loves serious plays. 

Warn. They are tragi-comedies, sir, for both. 

Sir Mart I have heard her «ay, she loves none 
but tragedies. 

Mom. Where have you heard her say so, sir ? 

fFitm. Sir, you forget yourself; you never saw 
her in your life before. 

Sir Mart What, not at Canterbury, in the ca- 
thedral church there ? This is the impudentest ras- 
cal——- 

Warn. Mum, sir. 

Sir Mart Ah Lord, what have I done ! As I hope 
to be saved, sir, it was before I was aware ; for if 
ever I set eyes on her before this day, I wish — 

Mood. This fellow is not so much fool, as he 
makes one believe he is. 

Mill. I thought he would be discovered for a wit. 
This 'tis to overact one's part ! \^Aside. 

Mood. Come away, daughter, I will not trust you 
in his hands ; there's more in it than I imagined. 

[^Exeunt Moody, Mill. Lady Dupe, and Rose. 

Sir Mart Why do you frown upon me so, when 
you know your looks go to the heart of me ? What 
have I done besides a little lapstis linguae f 

Warn. Why, who says you have done any thing ? 
You, a mere innocent ! 

Sir Mart. As the child that^s to be born, in my 
intentions ; if I know how I have offended myself 
any more than in one word 

Warn. But don't follow me, however ; I have 
nothing to say to you. 

Sir Mart I'll follow you to the world's end, till 
you forgive me. 
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they'll strike when least one thmks on't But pray, 
your lordship, what is her choice then for^a hus- 
band? 

Ltord. She ^is not married, that I know of, 

madam. 

L. Dupe. Not married ! 'tis imposssible ; the girl 
does sure abuse you. I know her education has 
been such, the flesh could not prevail ; therefore, 
she does abuse you, it must be so. 

Lord. Madam, not to abuse you longer, she is 
with child, and I the unfortunate man, who did 
this most unlucky act. 

L. Dupe. You ! I'll never believe it. 

Lord. Madam« 'tis too true ; believe it, and be 
serious how to hide her shame ; I beg it here upon 
my knees. 

L. Dupe. Oh, oh, oh ! [She faints mvay. 

Lord. Who's there ! Who's there ! Help, help, 
help ! 

Enter two wome% Rose, and Mrs MiUlisent. 

1 Worn. O merciful God, my lady's gone ! 

2 W^owi* Whither? . 

1 Worn. To heaven ; God knows, to heaven ! 
Bose. Rub her, rub her ; fetch warm clothes ! 
8 Worn. I say, run to the cabinet of quintessence ; 
Gilbert's water ! Gilbert's water ! 

1 Worn. Now all the good folks of heaven look 
down upon her ! 

Mill. Set her in the chair. 
Rose. Open her mouth with a dagger or a key ; 
pour, pour ! Where's the spoon ? 

2 Worn. She stirs ! she revives ! merciful to us 
all ! what a thing was this? speak, lady, speak ! 

L. Dupe. So, so, so ! 

MiU. Alas ! my lord, how came this fit ? 

Lord. With sorrow, madam. 



SCENE II. SIE MARTIN MAR-ALL. 41 

X. Dupe. Now I am better : Bess, you have not 
seen me thus ? 

1 Worn. Heaven forefend that I should live to 
see you so again. 

L. Hwpe. Go, go, I'm pretty well ; withdraw in- 
to the next room ; but be near, I pray, for fear of 
the worst, [ They go outJ] My lord, sit down hear 
me, I pray ; I'll strive to speak a few words to you, 
and then to bed ; nearer, my voice is faint. My 
lord, heaven knows how I have ever loved you ; 
and is this my reward ? Had you none to abuse but 
me in that unfortunate fond girl, that you know 
was dearer to me than my life ? This was not love 
to her, but an inveterate malice to poor me. Oh, 
. oh ! [^Faints again. 

Ztord. Help, help, help ! 

AH the women again. 

1 Worn. This fit will carry her : Alas, it is a le- 
chery ! 

2 W(ym. The balsam, the balsam ! 

1 Worn. No, no, the chemistry oil of rosemary : 
Hold her up, and give her air. 

Mill. Feel whether she breathes, with your hand 
before her mouth. 

Bose. No, madam, 'tis key-cold. 

1 Worn. Look up, dear madam, if you have any 
hope of salvation ! 

2 Worn. Hold up your finger, madam, if you have 
any hope of fraternity. O the blessed saints, that 
hear me not, take her mortality to them ! 

L. Dupe. Enough, so, 'tis well — withdraw, and 
let me rest a while ; only my dear lord remain. 

1 Worn. Pray your lordship keep her from sweb- 
bing. [^Exeunt women. 

Lord. Here humbly, once again, I beg your par- 
don and your help. 

X. Dupe. Heaven forgive you, and I do ; StaANji 



42 SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL. ACT IIL 

up, my lord, and sit close by me ; O this naughty 
girl ! But did your lordship win her soon ? 

Ijord. N05 madam, but with much difficulty. 

li. Dupe. Tm glad on't ; it shewed the giil had 
some religion in her ; all my precepts were not in 
vain : But you men are strange tempters.— -Grood 
my lord, where was this wicked act, then, first com- 
mitted? 

liord. In an out-room, upon a trunk. 

Li. Dupe. Poor heart, what shifts love makes ! Ob, 
she does love you dearly, though to her ruin ! And 
then, what place, my lord ? 

Ijord. An old waste room, with a decayed bed in't. 

Li. Lhipe. Out upon that dark room for deeds of 
darkness ! and that rotten bed ! I wonder it did 
hold your lordship's vigour : But you dealt gently 
with the girl. Well, you shall see I love you : For 
I will manage this business to both your advanta- 
ges, by the assistance of heaven I will ; good my 
u)rd, help, lead me out. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Warner afid Rose. 

Base. A mischief upon all fools ! do you think 
your master has not done wisely ? First to mistake 
our old man's humour ; then to dispraise the plays ; 
and, lastly, to discover his acquaintance with my 
mistress : My old master has taken such a jealousy 
of him, that he will never admit him into his sight 
again. 

Warn. Thou makest thyself a greater fool than 
he, by being angry at what he cannot help. I have 
been angry with him too ; but these friends have 
taken up the quarrel. [Shews goldJ] Look you, 
he has sent these mediators to mitigate your wrath : 
Here are twenty of then* ' e made a long voyage 
from Guinea I s : And when the 
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match is made, there are an hundred more in readi- 
ness to be your humble servants. 

Bose. Rather than fall out with you, I'll take 
them ; but I confess, it troubles me to see so loyal 
a lover have the heart of an emperor, and yet scarce 
the brains of a cobler. 

Wam. Well, what device can we two b^et be- 
twixt us^ to separate Sir John Swallow and thy mis- 
tress? 

Bo$e. I cannot; on the sudden tell ; but I hate 
him worse than foul weather without a coach. 

Warn. Then I'll see if my project be luckier than 
thine. Where are the papers concerning the join- 
ture I have heard you speak of? 

Bo9e. They lie within, in three great bags ; some 
twenty reams of paper in each bundle, with six 
lines in a sheet. But there is a little paper where 
all the business lies. 

Warn. Where is it ? Canst thou help me to it ? 

Bose. By good chance he gave it to my custody, 
before he set out for London. You came in good 
time ; here it is, I was carrying it to him ; just now 
he sent for it. 

Warn. So, this I will secure in my pocket ; when 
thou art asked for it, make two or three bad faces, 
and say it was left behind. By this means, he must 
of necessity leave the town, to see for it in Kent. 

Enter Sir Jon^^ jSiVMARXiN, a^rfiUfr^MiLLisENT. 

Sir John. 'Tis no matter, though the old man be 
suspicious ; I knew the story all before-hand ; and 
since then you have fully satisfied me of your true 
friendship to me. — Where are the writings ? 

[ Jb Rose. 

Rose. Sir, I beg your pardon ; I thought I had 
put them up amongst my lady's things,and it seems, 
m my haste, I quite forgot them, and left them at 
Canterbury. 
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jSiV John. This is horribly unlucky ! where do you 
think you left them ? 

Base. Upon the great box in my lady's diamber ; 
they are saie enough, I'm sure. 

Sir John. It must be so — I must take poBt im- 
mediately. — Madam, for some few days I must be 
absent ; and to confirm you, friend, how mudi I 
trust you, I leave the dearest pledge I have on 
earth, my mistress, to your care. 

Mill. If you loved me, you would not take all 
occasions to leave me thus. 

Warn. [Aside.'] Do, go to Kent, and when you 
come again, here they are ready for you. 

[Shews the ptq^er. 
Sir Mart. What's that you have in your hand 
there, sirrah ? 

Warn. Pox, what ill luck was this ! what shall I 
say! 

Sir Mart. Sometimes you have tongue enough ; 
what, are you silent ? 

Warn. *Tis an account, sir, of what money yott 
have lost since you came to town. 

Sir Mart. I am very glad on't : Now I'll make 
you all see the severity of my ^fortune— ^give me 
the paper. 

Warn. Heaven ! what does he mean to do ? It 
is not fair writ out, sir. 

Sir John. Besides^ I am in haste ; another time, 

sir 

Sir Mart. Pray, oblige me, sir ; 'tis but one mi- 
nute : All people love to be pitied in their misfor- 
tuntH, and so uo I. Will you produce it, sirrah ? 
Warn. 1 )ettr master ! 

Sir Mart. Dear rascal ! am I master, or you, 
you rogue ? 

Warn. Hold vet, sir, and let me read it: You 
i*unnot read my hand. 

Sir Marl, llus is ever his way, to be ^sparaging 
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me ; but I'll let you see, sirrah, that I can read your 
hand better than you yourself can. 

Warn. You'll repent it ; there's a trick in't, sir. 

Sir Mart Is there so, sirrah ? but I'll bring you 

out of all your tricks with a vengeance to you 

[^Reads.'] How now ! What's this ? A true particu- 
lar of the estate of Sir John Swallow, knight, lying 
and situate in, &c. 

Sir John. This is the very paper I had lost : I'm 
very glad on't; [Takes the paper.'] it has saved me 
a most unwelcome journey — but I will not thank 
you for the courtesy, which now I find you never 
did intend me — this is confederacy, I smoke it 
now— come, madam, let me wait on you to your 
father. 

MiU. WeU, of a witty man this was the foolish- 
est part that ever I beheld. 

[Exeunt Sir John, Millisent, and Rose. 

Sir Mart. I am a fool, I must confess it ; and I 
am the most miserable one without thy help — ^but 
yet it was such a mistake as any man might have 
made. 

Warn. No doubt of it. 

Sir Mart. Pr'ythee chide me ! this indifference 
of thine wounds me to the heart. 

Warn. I care not. 

Sir Mart. Wilt thou not help me for this once ? 

Warn. Sir, I kiss your hands, I have other busi- 
ness. 

Sir Mart. Dear Warner ! 

Warn. I am inflexible. 

Sir Mart. Then I am resolved I'll kill myself. 

Warn. You are master of your own body. 

Slir Mart. Will you let me damn my soul ? 

Warn. At your pleasure, as the devil and you 
can agree about it. 
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Sir Mart D'ye see, the point's ready ? Will you 
do nothing to save my life ? 

Warn. Not in the least. 

Sir Mart. Farewell, hard-hearted Warner. 

Warn. Adieu, soft-headed Sir Martin. 

Sir Mart. Is it possible ? 

Warn. Why don't you despatch, Sir? why all 
these preambles ? 

Sir Mart. I'll see thee hanged first : I know thou 
wouldst have me killed, to get my clothes. 

Warn. I knew it was but a copy of your coun- 
tenance ; people in this age are not so apt to kill 
themselves. 

Sir Mart. Here are yet ten pieces in my pocket ; 
take 'em, and let's be friends. 

Warn. You know the easiness of my nature^ and 
that makes you work upon it so. Well, sir, for 
this once I cast an eye of pity on you ; but I must 
have ten more in hand, before I can stir a foot. 

Sir Mart. As I am a true gamester, I have lost 
all but these ; but if thoul't lend me them, I'll give 
'em thee again. 

Warn. I'll rather trust you till to-morrow ; 
Once more look up, I bid you hope the best. 
Why should your folly make your love miscarry. 
Since men first play the fools, and then they marry ? 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Enter Sir Martin Mar-all and Warner. 

Sir Mart But are they to be married this day in 
private, say you ? 

Warn. 'Tis so concluded, sir, I dare assure you« 
Sir Mart. But why so soon, and in private ? 
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Warn. So soon, to prevent the designs upon her ; 
and in private, to save the effusion ' of Christian 
money. 

Sir Mart It strikes to my heart already ; in fine, 
I am a dead man. Warner— 

Warn. Well, go your ways, I'll try what may be 
done. — Look if he will stir now ! — ^Your rival and 
the old man will see us together ; we are just below 
the. window. 

Sir Mart. Thou canst not do it 

Warn. On the peril of my twenty pieces be it. 

Sir Mart. But 1 have found a way to help thee 
out ; trust to my wit but once. 

Warn, ^ame your wit, or think you have the 
least grain of wit, but once more, and I'll lay it 
down for ever. 

Sir Mart. You are a saucy, masterly companion ; 
and so I leave you. \^Exit. 

Warn. Help, help, good people ! Murder, mur- 
der! 

Enter Sir John and Moodv. 

Sir John and Mood. How now, what's the mat- 
ter? 

Warn. I am abused, I am beaten, I am lamed 
for ever. 

Mood. Who has used thee so ? 

Warn. The rogue, my master. 

Sir John. What was the offence ? 

Warn. A trifle, just nothing. 

Sir John. That's very strange. 

Warn. It was for telling him he lost too much at 
play : I meant him nothing but weU, heaven knows ; 
and he, in a cursed damned humour, would needs 
revenge his losses upon me ; and kicked me, took 
away my nu)ney, and turned me off; but if I take 
it at his hands,—- 
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Mood. By oox-nowns, it was an ill-natured part ; 
nay, I thought no better would oome on% when 1 
heard him at his vow to gads, and in fines. 

Warn. But, if 1 live, TU cry quittance with him : 
he had engaged me to get Mrs Millisent, your 
daughter, ror him ; but if I do not all I can to 
make her hate him ! a great booby, an ovei^grown 
oaf, a conceited Bartlemew — 

Sir John. Pr^ythee, leave off thy choler, and hear 
me a little : I have had a great mind to thee a long 
time ; if thou thinkest my service better than his, 
from this minute I entertain thee. 

Warn. With all my heart, sir ; and so much the 
rather, that I might spite him with it. This was 
the most propitious fate — 

Mood. Propitious ! and fate ! what a damned 
scander-bag rogue art thou,* to talk at this rate? 
Hark you, sirrah, one word more of this gibberish, 
and I'll set you packing from your new service : 
I'll have neither propitious nor fate come within my 
doors. 

Sir John. Nay, pray, father — 

Warn. Good old sir, be pacified ; I was pouring 
out a little of the dregs that I had left in me of my 
former service, and now they are gone, my sto- 
mach's clear of them. 

Sir John. This fellow is come in a happy hour ; 
for now, sir, you and I may go to prepare the li- 
cence, and, in the mean time, he may have an eye 
upon your daughter. 

Warn. If you please I'll wait upon her till she's 
ready, and then bring her to what church she shall 
appoint. 

Mood. But, friend, you'll find she'll hang an arse, 
and be very loth to come along with you, and 
therefore I had best stay behind and bring her my- 
self. 
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Warn. I warrant you I have a trick for that, sir : 
She knows nothing of my being turned away ; so 
rU come to her as from Sir Martin, and, under pre- 
tence o£ carrying her to him, conduct her to yoiu 

Sir John. My better angel — 

Mood. By the mass, 'twas well thought on ; wdl, 
son, go you before, I'll speak but one word for a 
dish or two at dinner, and follow you to the licence 
office. — Sirrah, stay you here, till my return. 

\Exeunt Sir John and Moody. 

Warn. Was there ever such a lucky rogue as I ? 
I had always a good opinion of my wit, but could 
never tiiink I had so much as now I find. I have 
now gained an opportunity to carry away Mrs 
Millisent, for my master to get his mistress by 
means of his rival, to receive all his happiness, 
where he could expect nothing but misery : After 
this exploit, I will have Lilly draw me in the habit 
of a hecOf with a laurel on my temples, and an in-^- 
scription'^low it ; This is Warner^ the flower of 
serving men. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess. Pray do me the favour to help me to the 
speech of Mr Moody. 

Warn. What's your business ? 

Mess. I have a letter to deliver to him. 

Warn. Here he comes, you may deliver it your- 
self to him. 

Enter Moody. 

Mess. Sir, a gentleman met me at the corner of 
the next street, and bid me give this into your own 
hands. 

Mood. Stay, friend, till I have read it. 

Mess. He told me, sir, it required no answer. 

[Exit Mess. 

VOL. III. D 
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Mood, reads. Sir^ permit me^ though a stranger^ 
' t^o give you counsel ; some young gallants have had 
intelligence^ that this day you intend privately to mar- 
ry your daughter f the rich heiress ; and, injhie^ dbaoe 
twenty of them have dispersed themselves to watch her 

goingout: Therefore, put it qff^tf you wiU avoid mis- 
chief and be advised hy. 

Your unknown servant. 

• 

Mood. By the mackings, I thought there was no 
good \n\ when I saw infine there ; there are some 
Papishes, I'll warrant, that lie in wait<for my 
daughter ; or else they are no Englishmen, but some 
of your French Outalian rogues ; I owe him thanks, 
however, this unknown friend of mine, that told me 
on't. — ^Warner, no wedding to-day, Warner. 

Warn. Why, what's the matter, sir ? 

Mood. I say no more, but some wiser than some ; 
I'll keep my daughter at home this afternoon, and 
a fig for all these Outalians. \Exit Moody. 

Warn. So, here's another trick of fortune, as un- 
expected for bad, as the other was for good. No- 
thing vexes me, but that I had made my game 
cock-sure, and then to be back-gammoned. It must 
needs be the devil that writ this letter ; he owed my 
master a spite, and has paid him to the purpose : 
And here he comes as merry too ! he little thinks 
what misfortune has befallen him ; and, for my part, 
I am ashamed to tell him. 

Enter Sir Martin, laughing. 

Sir Mart. Warner, such a jest, Warner ! 

[Laughs again. 

Warn. What a murrain is the matter, sir? Where 
lies this jest that tickles you ? 

Sir Mart. Let me laugh out my laugh, and I'll 
tell thee. [Laughs again. 
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Warn. 1 wish ymi may have cause for all this . 
mirth. 

Sir Mart. Hereafter, Warner, be it known unto 
thee, I will endure no more to be thy May-game : 
Thou shalt no more dare to tell me, 1 spoil thy pro- 
jects, and discover thy designs ; for I have played 
such a prize, without thy help, of my own mother- 
wit, ('tis true I am hasty sometimes, and so do 
harm ; but when I have a mind to shew myself, 
there*s no man in England, though I say't, comes 
near me as to point of imagination) I'll make thee 
acknowledge I have laid a plot that has a soul in't. 

Warn, fray, sir, keep me no longer in ignorance 
of this rare invention* 

Sir Mart. Know then, Warner, that when I left 
thee, I was possessed with a terrible fear that my 
mistress should be married : Well, thought I to my- 
selfi-^-and mustering up all the forces of my wit, I 
did produce such a stratagem ! 

Warn. But what was it ? 

Sir Mart. I feigned a letter as from an unknown 
friend to Moody, wherein I gave him to understand, 
that if his daughter went out this afternoon, she 
would infallibly be snapped by some young fellows 
that lay in wait for her. 

Warn. Very good. 

Sir Mart. That which follows is yet better ; for 
he I sent assures me, that in that very nick of time 
my letter came, her father was just sending her 
abroad with a very foolish rascally fellow, that was 
with him. 

Warn. And did you perform all this, a'God's 
name ? Could you do this wonderful miracle with- 
out giving your soul to the devil for his help ? 

Sir Mart. I tell thee, man, I did it ; and it was 
done by the help of no devil, but this familiar of 
my own brain ; how long would it have been ere 
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thou could'st have thought of such a project ? Mar- 
tin said to his man, Who's the fool now ? 

fVam. Who's the fool ! why, who uses to be the 
fool ? he that ever was since I knew him, and ever 
will be so. 

Sir Mart What a pox ! I think thou art grown 
envious ; not one word in my commendation ? 

Warn. Faith, sir, my skill is too little to praise 
you as you deserve ; but if yoa would have it ac- 
cording to my poor ability, you are one that had a 
knock in your cradle, a conceited lack-wit, a de- 
signing ass, a hair-brained fop, a confounded busy- 
brain, with an etenial windmill in it ; this, in short, 
sir, is the contents of your panegyric 

Sir Mart. But what the devil have I done, to set 
you thus against me ? 

Warn. Only this, sir : I was the foolish rascally 
fellow that was with Moody, and your worship was 
he to whom I was to bring his daughter. 

Sir Mart. But how could I know this ? I am no 
witch. 

Warn. No, I'll be sworn for you, you are no con- 
juror. Will you go, sir ? 

Sir Mart. Will you hear my justification ? 

Warn. Shall 1 see the back of you ? speak not a 
word in your defence. [Sho/Des him. 

Sir Mart. This is the strangest luck now 

lExit. 

Warn. Vm resolved this devil of his shall never 
weary me ; I will overcome him, I will invent some- 
thing that shall stand good in spite of his folly« 
Let me see— 

Enter Lord. 

Lord. Here he is — I must venture on'him, for 
the tyranny of this old lady is insupportable ; since 
I have made her my confidante, there passes not an 
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hour, but she passes a pull at my purse-strings ; I 
shall be ruined if I do not quit myself of her sud- 
denly ; I find, now, by sad experience, that a mis- 
tress is much more chargeable than a wife, and af- 
ter a little time too, grows full as dull and insigni- 
ficant. — Mr Warner ! have you a mind to do your- 
self a courtesy, and me another ? 

Warn. I think, my lord, the question need not 
be much disputed ; for I have always had a great 
service for your lordship, and some little kindness 
for myself. 

,Lard. What if you should propose Mistress Chris- 
tian as a wife to your master ? You know he's never 
like to compass t'other. 

Warn. I cannot tell that, my lord. 

Lord. Five hundred pounds are yours at the day 
of marriage. 

Warn. Five hundred pounds ! 'tis true, the temp- 
tation is very sweet and powerful ; the devil, I con- 
fess, has done his part, and many a good murder 
and treason have been committed at a cheaper rate ; 
but yet 

Lord. What yet ? 

W(fm. To confess the truth, I am resolved to be- 
ifttow my master upon that other lady (as difficult as 
your lordship thinks it), for the honour of my wit is 
engaged in it. Will it not be the same to your lord- 
ship, were she married to any other ? 

Lord. The very same. ^ 

Warn. Come, my lord, not to dissemble with you 
any longer, I know where it is that your shoe wrings 
you ; I have observed something in the house, be- 
twixt some parties that shall be nameless. And 
know, that you have been taking up linen at a much 
dearer rate, than you might have had it iu any dra- 
. per'& in town. 
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iMrd. I see I have not danced in n net before 

you. 

Warn. As for that old lady, whom hell confinind, 
she is the greatest jilt in nature ; cheat is her study ; 
all her joy to cozen ; she loves nothing but herself; 
and draws all lines to that corrupted centre. 

Ij(yrd. I have found her out, though late, first, 
I'll undertake I ne'er enjoyed her niece under the 
rate of five hundred pounds a-time ; never was wor 
man's flesh held up so high : Every night I iSnd out 
for a new maidenhead, and she has sold it me as 
often as ever Mother Temple, Bennet, or Gifiord, 
have put off boiled capons for quails and par-! 
tridges. 

Warn. This is nothing to what bills you'll have 
when she's brought to bed, after her hard bargain, 
as they call it ; then crammed capons, pea-hens, 
chickens in the grease, pottages, and fricasees, wine 
from Sbatling, and Larfronds, with New River, clear- 
er by sixpence the pound than ever God Almighty 
made it ; then midwife-— dry nurse — wet nurse — ; 
and all the rest of their accomplices, with cradle, 
baby-clouts, and bearing-clothes-r-possets, caudles, 
broths, jellies, and gravies ; and behind all these, 
glisters, suppositers, and a barbarous apothecary's 
bill, more inhuiqan than a tailor's. 

Ijord. I sweat to think on't, 

Warn. Well, my lord, cheer up ! I have found 
a way to rid you of it all ; within a short time you 
shall know more. Yonder appears a young lady, 
whoin I must needs speak with ; please you go in, 
and prepare the old lady and your mistress. 

Ijyrd. Good luck, and five hundred pounds at- 
tend thee. \Ex%t^ 

Enter Millisent and Rose abwe. 
Mill. I am resolved 111 never marry him. 
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Mose. So far you are right, madam. 

Mis. But how to hinder it, I cannot possibly 
tell ; for my father presses me to it, and will take 
no denial. Would I knew some way ! 

Warn. Madam, I'll teach you the very nearest, 
for I have just now found it out 

Rose. Are you there, Mr Littleplot ? 

Warn. Studying to deserve thee. Rose, by my 
diligence for thy lady ; I stand here, methinks, just 
like a wooden Mercury, to point her out the way 
to matrimony. 

Rose. Or, serving-man like, ready to carry up the 
hot meat for your master, and then to fall upon the 
cold yourself. 

Warn. I know not what you call the cold, but I 
believe I shall find warm work on't : In the first 
place, then, I must acquaint you, that I have seem- 
ingly put off my master, and entered myself into 
Sir John's service. 

Mill. Most excellent ! 

Warn. And thereupon, but bas e 

Enter Moody. 

MUl. Something he would tell us ; but see what 
luck's here ! 

Mood. How now, sirrah ? Are you so great there 
already ? 

MM. I find my father's jealous of him still. 

Warn. Sir, I was only teaching my young lady 
a new song, and if you please you shall hear it. 

SINGS. 

Make ready ^ fair lady^ to-night^ 
And stand at the door below ; 

For I will be there. 

To receive you with care. 
And to yotir true love you shall go. 
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Mood. Ods bobs, this is very pretty. 
Mill. Ay, so is the lady's answer too, if I oould 
but hit on't. 

SINGS. 

And when the stars tmnkle so hrightf 
Then down to the door will I creep; 

To my love will I fly 9 

E'er the jealous can spy^ 
And leave my old daddy asleep. 

Mood. Bodikins, I like not th^t so weU, to oossen 
her old father ; it may be my own case another 
time. 

Rose. Oh, madam ! yonder^s your perseeutop re- 
turned. * 

Enter Sir John. 

Mill. I'll into my chamber, to avoid the sight of 
him as long as I can. Lord ! that my old dcmting 
father should throw me away upon such an ignora- 
muSf and deny me to such a wit as Sir Martin. 

\^Exeunt Mill, and Rose^cww above. 

Mood. O, son ! here has been the most vilkinous 
tragedy against you. 

Sir John. What tragedy ? Has there been any 
blood shed since I went ? 

Mood. No blood shed ; but, as I told you, a most 
damnable tragedy. 

Warn. A tragedy ! I'll be hanged if he does not 
mean a stratagem. 

Mood. Jack sauce ! if I say it is a tragedy, it 
shall be a tragedy, in spite of you ; leach your 
grandam how to piss. What ! I hope I am old 
enough to spout English with you, sir ? 

Sir John. But what was the reason you came not 
after me ? 

12 
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Mogd. TVas well I did not ; 111 promise you, 
there were those would have made bold with Mis- 
tress Bride ; and if she had stirred out of doors, 
there were whipsters abroad, i'faith, padders of 
maidenheads, that would have trussed her up, and 
picked the lock of her affections, ere a man could 
have said, what's this ? But, by good luck, I had 
warning c^ it by a friend's letter. 

Sir John. The remedy for all such dangers is 
easy ; you may send for a parson, and have the bu- 
siness despatched at home. 

Mood. A match, i'faith ; do you provide a domine^ 
jand I'U g6 tell her our resolutions, and hearten her 
up against the day of battle. \^Exit. 

Sir John. Now I think on't, this letter must 
needs come from Sir Martin ; a plot of his, upon 
my life, to hinder our marriage. 

Warn. I see, sir, you'll stUl mistake him for a 
wit ; but Tm much deceived, if that letter came 
not from another hand. 

Sir John. From whom, I pr^ythee ? 

Warn. Nay, for that you shall excuse me, sir ; I 
do not love to make a breach between persons, that 
9re ta be so near related. 

Sir John. Thou seemest to imply, that my mis- 
tress was in the plot. 

Warn. Can you make a doubt on't ? Do you not 
know she ever loved him, and can you hope she 
has so soon forsaken him ? You may make yourself 
miserable, if you please, by such a marriage. 

Sir John. When she is once mine, her virtue will 
secure me. 

Warn. Her virtue ! 

Sir John. What, do you make a mock on't ? 

Warn. Not I ; I assure you, sir, I think it no 
such jesting matter. 

Sir Johp. Why, is. she not honest ? 
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fVarn. Yes, in my consdence is she; for Sir 
Martin's tongue's no slander. 

Sir John. But does he say to the contrary ? 

Warn. If one would believe hkn, — ^wlucb» for 
my part, I do not, — ^he has in a manner confessed 
it to me. 

Sir John. Hell and damnation ! 

Warn. Courage, sir, never vex yourself; 1*11 war- 
rant you 'tis all a lie. 

Sir John. But, how shall I be sure 'tis so ? 

Warn. When you are married, you'll soon make 
trial, whether she be a maid or no. 

Sir John. I do not love to make that experiment 
at my own cost. 

Warn. Then you must never marry. 

Sir John. Ay, but they have so many tricks to 
cheat a man, which are entailed from mother to 
daughter through all generations ; there's no keep- 
ing a lock for that door, for which every one has a 
key. 

Warn. As, for example, their drawing up their 
breaths, with — oh ! you hurt me, can you be so 
cruel ? then, the next day, she steals a visit to her 
lover, that did you the courtesy before-hand, and 
in private tells nim how she cozened you ; twenty 
to one but she takes out another lesson with him, 
to practise the next night. 

Sir John. All this while, miserable I must be their 
Mayrgame ! 

Warn. 'Tis well, if you escape so; for com- 
monly he strikes in with you, and becomes your 
friend. 

Sir John. Deliver me from such a friend, that 
stays behind with my wife, when I gird on my 
sword to go abroad ! 

Warn. Ay, there's your man, sir ; besides, be will 
be sure to watch your haunts, and tell her of them, 
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that, if occasion be, she may have wherewithal to 
recriminate ; at least she will seem to be jealous of 
you ; and who would suspect a jealous wife ? 

Sir John. All manner of ways I am most miser- 
able. 

Warn. But, if she be not a maid when you marry 
her, she may make a good wife afterwards ; 'tis but 
imagining you have taken such a man's widow. 

Sir John. If that were all ; but the man will come 
and claim her again. 

Warn. Examples have been frequent of those 
that have been .wanton, and yet afterwards take 
up. 

Sir John. Ay, the same thing they took up be- 
fore. 

Warn. The truth is, an honest simple girl, that's 
ignorant of all things, maketh the best matrimony. 
There is such pleasure in instructing her ; the best 
is, there's not one dunce in all the sex ; such a one 
with a good fortuiie! — -^ 

Sir John. Ay, biit where is she, Warner? 

Warn. Near enough, but that you are too far 
i^igaged. 

Sir John. Engaged to one, that hath given me 
the earnest of cuckoldom beforehand ! 

Warn. What think you, then, of Mrs Christian 
here in the house ? There's five thousand pounds, 
and a better penny. 

Sir John. Ay, but is she fool enough ? 

Warn. She's none of the wise virgins, I can as- 
sure you. 

Sir John. Dear Warner, step into the next room, 
and inveigle her out this way, that I may speak to 
her. 

Warn. Remember, above all things, you keep 
this wooing secret ; if it takes the least wind, old 
JVIoody will be sure to hinder it. 
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Sir John. Dost thou think I shall get her aunt's 
consent ? 

Warn. Leave that to me. \EaEit Wabn. 

Sir John. How happy a man shall I be, if I can 
but compass this ! and what a precipice^have I avoid- 
ed ! then the revenge, too, is so sweet, to steal a 
wife under her father's nose, and leave 'em in the 
lurch, who have abused me ; well, such a servant 
as this Warner is a jewel. 

Enter Waener and Mrs Christian to him. 

Warn. There she is, sir ; now I'll go to prepare 
her aunt, [Emt 

Sir John. Sweet mistress, I am come to wait 
upon you. 

Chr. Truly you are too good to wait on me. 

Sir John. And in the condition of a suitor. 

Chr. As how, forsooth ? 

Sir John. To be so happy as to marry you. 

Chr. O Lord, I would not marry for any thing ! 

Sir John. Why ? 'tis the honest end of woman- 
kind. 

Chr. Twenty years hence, forsooth. I would not 
lie in bed with a man for a world, their beards will 
so prickle one. 

Sir John. Pah ! — What an innocent girl it is, and 
a very child ! I like a coltthat never yet was back- 
ed ; for so I shall make her what I list, and mould 
her as I will. Lord ! her innocence makes me laugh 
my cheeks all wet, lAside."] — Sweet lady 

Chr. I'm but a gentlewoman, forsooth. 

Sir John. Well then, sweet mistress, if I get your 
friends' consent, shall I have yours ? 

Chr. My old lady may do what she will, for- 
sooth ; but by my truly, I hope she will have more 
care of me, than to marry me yet. Lord bless me, 
what should I do with a husband ? 
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Sir John. Well, sweetheart, then instead of woo- 
ing you, I must woo my old lady. 

Chr. Indeed, gentleman, my old lady is married 
already. Cry you mercy, forsooth, I think you are 
a knight. 

Sir John. Happy in that title, only to make you 
a lady. 

Chr. Believe, me, Mr Knight, I would not be a 
lady ; it makes folks proud, and so humorous, and 
so ill huswifes, forsooth. 

Sir John. Pah ! — ^she's a baby, the simplest thing 
that ever yet I knew. The happiest man I shall be 
in the world ; for should I have my wish, it should 
be to ke^ school, and teach the bigger girls, and 
here, in one, my wish it is absolved. 

Enter Lady Dupe. 

L. Dupe. By your leave, sir. I hope this noble 
knigfat will make you happy, and you make him — 

Chr. What should I make him ? [^Sighing. 

L. Dupe. Marry, you shall make him happy in 
a good wife. 

Chr. I will not marry, madam. 

JL. Dupe. You fool ! 

Sir J^n. Pr^, madam, let me speak with you ; 
on my soul, 'tis the prettiest innocentest thing in 
the world. 

• Zr. Dupe. Indeed, sir, she knows little besides 
her work, and her prayers ; but I'll talk with the 
fool. 

Sir John. Deal gently with her, dear madam. 

Zr. Dupe. Come, Christian, will you not marry 
this noble knight ? 

Chr. Ye — je — ^yes [Sohhingly. 

L. Dupe. Sir, it shall be to-night. 

Sir John. This innocence is a dowry beyond all 
price. \Exeunt old Lady and Mrs Christian. 
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Enter Sir Martin to Sir John, musing. 

Sir Mart. You are very melancholy, methinks, 
sin 

Sir John. You are mistaten, sir. 

Sir Mart. You may dissemble as you please, but 
Mrs Millisent lies at the bottom of your heart. 

Sir John. My heart, I assure you, has no room 
for so poor a trifle. 

Sir Mart. Sure you think to wheedle me; virould 
you have me imagine you do not love her ? 

Sir John. Love her ! why should you think me 
such a sot ? love a prostitute, an infamous person 5 

Sir Mart. Fair and soft, good Sir John. 

Sir John. You see, I am no very obstinate rival, 
I leave the field free to you. Gro on, sir, and pur- 
sue your good fortune, and be as happy as such a 
common creature can make thee. 

Sir Mart. This is Hebrew-Greek to me ; but I 
must tell you, sir, I will not suffer my divinity to 
be prophaned by such a tongue as yours. 

Sir John. Believe it ; whatever I say, I can quote 
my author for. 

Sir Mart, Then, sir, whoever told it you, lied in 
his throat, d'ye see, and deeper than that, d'ye see, 
in his stomach, and his guts, d'ye see. Tell me she's 
a common person ! he's a son of a whore that said 
it, and I'll make him eat his words, though hk spoke 
'em in a privy house. 

Sir John. What if Warner told me so ? I hope 
you'll grant him to be a competent judge in such 
a business. 

Sir Mart. Did that precious rascal say it ?— Now 
I think on't, I'll not believe you. In fine, sir, I'll 
hold you an even wager he denies it. 

Sir John. I'll lay you ten to one, he justifies it to 
your face. 
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Sir Mart I'll make him give up the ghost un- 
der ray fist, if he does not deny it. 

Sir J(An. Ill cut off his ears upon the spot, if he 
does not stand to't. 

Enter Warner. 

Sir Mart Here he comes, in pudding-time, to 
resolve the question. — Come hither, you lying var- 
let, hold up your hand at the bar of justice, and an- 
swer me to what I shall demand. 

Warn. What-a-goodjer is the matter, sir ? 

Sir Mart Thou spawn of the old serpent, fruit- 
ful in nothing but in lies ! 

Warn. A very fair beginning this. 

Sir Mart Didst thou dare to cast thy venom up- 
on such a saint as Mrs Millisent, to traduce her vir- 
tue, and say it was adulterate ? 

Warn. Not guilty, my lord. 

Sir Mart I told. you so. 

Sir John. How, Mr Kascal ! have you forgot 
what you said but now concerning Sir Martin and 
Mrs Millisent ? I'll stop the lie down your throat, 
if you dare deny it. 

Sir Mart Say you so ! are you there again, i'fai th ? 

Warn. Pray, pacify yourself, sir ; 'twas a plot of 
my own devising. [^Aside. 

Sir Mart Leave off your winking and your pink- 
ing, with a hose-pox t'ye. I'll understand none of 
it ; tell me in plain English the truth of the busi- 
ness ; for an you were my own brother, you should 
fay for it. Belie my mistress! what a pox, d'ye think 
have no sense of honour ? 

Warn. What the devil's the matter w'ye ? Either 
be at quiet, or I'll resolve to take my heels, and be- 
gone. 

Sir Mart Stop thief, there ! what, did you think 
to 'scape the hand of justice ? \^Lays hold on him. 
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The best on't is, sirrah, your heels are not altoge- 
ther so nimble as your tongue. [JSeaU kim. 

Warn. Help ! Murder ! Murder ! 

Sir Mart. Confess, you rogue, then. 

Warn. Hold your hands ! I think the devil's in 
you. — I tell you *tis a device of mine. 

Sir Mart. And have you nobody to devise it on 
but my mistress, the very map of innocence ? 

Sir John. Moderate your ang^, good Sir Martki. 

Sir Mart. By your patience, sir, I'll chastise him 
abundantly. 

Sir John. That's a little too much, sir, by your 
favour, to beat him in my presence. 

Sir Mart. That's a good one, 'faith; your pres«ice 
shall hinder me from beating my own servant ? 

JViani. O traitor to all sense and reason ! fae'fr go- 
ing to discover that too. 

Sir Mart. An I had a mind to beat him to 
mummy, he's my own, I hope. 

Sir John. At present, I must tell you, he^s mine, 
sir. 

Sir Mart. Hey- day ! here's fine juggling ! 

Warn. Stop yet, sir, you are just upon me brink 
of a precipice. [uinde* 

SirMart What is't thou mean'st now? — OLord ! 
my mind misgives me, I have done some &alt ; but 
would I were hanged if I can find it out \Ajnde. 

Warn. There's no making him understand me. 

Sir Mart. Pox on't, come what will, I'll ncrt; be 
faced down with a lie ; I say, he is my man. 

Sir John. Pray remember yourself better; did 
not you turn him away for some fault lately, and 
laid a livery of black and blue on his back, before 
he went ? 

Sir Mart. The devil of any fault, or any blade 
and blue, that I remember. Either the rascal put 
some trick upon you, or you would upon me. 
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Sir John. O ho» then it seems the cudgelling and 
turning away were pure invention ; I am glad I 
understand it. 

Sir Mart In fine, it's all so damil'd a li e ■ ■ 

Wiarfi. Alas ! he has forgot it» sir ; good wits, 
you know, have bad memories. 

Sir John. No, no, sir, that shall not serve your 
turn ; you may return when you please to your old 
master ; I give you a fair discharge, and a glad man 
I am to be so rid of you. Were you thereabouts, 
i'faith? What, a snake I had entertained in my 
bosom ! Fare you well, sir, and lay your next plot 
bettd* between you, I advise you. [Exit Sir John. 

Wcm. Lord, sir, how you stand, as you were 
nipped i'the head ! Have you done any new piece of 
folly, that makes you look so like an ass ? 

Sir Mart. Here's three pieces of gold yet, if I 
had the heart to offer it thee. 

[Holds the gold afar off^ trembling. 

Warn. Noble sir, what have I done to deserve so 
great a liberality ? I confess, if you had beaten me 
for my own fault, if you had utterly destroyed all 
my projects, then it might have been expected, that 
ten or twenty pieces should have been offered by 
way of recompence or satisfaction. 

Sir Mart. Nay, an you be so full of vour flouts, 
your friend and servant ! Who the devil could tell 
the meaning of your signs and tokens, an you go to 
that? 

Warn. You are no ass then ? 

Skr Mart. Well, sir, to do you service, d'ye see, 
I am an ass in a fair way ; will that satisfy you ? 

Warn. For this once produce those three pieces ; 
I am contented to receive that inconsiderable tri- 
bute ; or make 'em six, and I'll take the fault upon 
myself. 

VOL. III. E 
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Sir Mart Are we friends then ? If we are, let 
me advise you 

Warn. Yet advising ! 

Sir Mart For no harm, good Warner : But piay 
next time make me of your conncily let me enta* 
into the business, instruct me in every point, and 
then if I discover all, I am resolved to give over 
afiairs, and retu^ from the world. 

Warn. Agreed, it shall be so ; but let us now 
take breath a while, then on again^ 

For though we had the worst, those heats am 
past; 

We'll whip and spur, and fetch him up at last 

[Esceunt. 



ACT V. SCENE L 

Enter Lord^ Lady Dupe, Mistress Chbistian, 

Rose, and Warner. 

Lord. Your promise is admirably made good to 
me, that Sir John Swallow should be this night 
married to Mrs Christian ; instead of that, he is 
more deeply engaged than ever with old Moodhr. 

Warn. I cannot nelp those ebbs and flows of for« 
tune. 

L. Dupe. I am sure my niece sufiers most in't ; 
he's come off to her with a cold compliment of a 
mistake in his mistress's virtue, which he has now 
found out, by your master's folly, to be a plot rf 
yours to separate them. 

Chr. To be forsaken, when a woman has gives 
her consent ! 

Lord. 'Tis the same scorn, as to have a town ren- 
dered up, and afterwards slighted. 
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Rose. You are a sweet youth, sir, to use my lady 
so, when she depended on you ; is this the faith of 
a valet de chambre ? I would be ashamed to be such 
a dishonour to my profession ; it will reflect upon 
us in time ; we shall be ruined by your good exam- 
ple. 

Warn. As how, my dear lady embassadress ? 

Rose. Why, they say the women govern their 
ladies, and you govern us : So if you play fast and 
loose, not a gallant will bribe us for our good wills ; 
the cehtle guinea will now go to the ordinary, 
whida used as duly to steal into our hands at the 
stair-foot, as into Mr Doctor^s at parting. 

Lord. Night's come, and I expect your promise. 

L. Dupe. Fail with me if you think good, sir. 

Chr. 1 give no more time. 

Rose. And if my mistress go to bed a maid to- 
night — 

Warn. Heyday! you are dealing with me, as 
they do with the bankrupts, call in all your debts 
together ; there's no possibility of payment at this 
rate, but I'll coin for you all as fast as I can, I as- 
sure you. 

L. Dupe. But you must not think to pay us with 
false money, as you have done hitherto. 

Rose. Leave off your mountebank tricks with us, 
and fall to your business in good earnest. 

Warn. Faith, and I will. Rose ; for, to confess the 
truth, I am a kind of mountebank ; I have but one 
cure for all your diseases, that is, that my master 
may marry Mrs Millisent, for then Sir John Swal- 
low will of himself return to Mrs Christian. 

Lord. He says true, and therefore we must all be 
helping to that design. 

Warn. I'll put you upon something, give me but 
a thinking time. In the first place, get a warrant 
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and bailiffs to arrest Sir John Swallow upon a pro- 
mise of marriage to Mrs Christian. 

Lord. Very good. 

L. Dupe. We*ll all swear it 

Warn. I never doubted your ladyship in the 
least, madam — for the rest we will consider here- 
after. 

Lord. Leave this to us. 

[^Exeunt Lord^ Lady Dupe, and CfiOL 

Warn. Kose, where's thy lady ? 

Mill, labove.'] What have you to say to her ? 

Warn. Only to tell you, madam, I am goinff for- 
ward in the great work of projection. 

Mill. I know not whether you will deserve my 
thanks when the work's done. 

Warn. Madam, I hope you are not become indif- 
ferent to my master ? 

MiU. If he should prove a fool, after all your cry- 
ing up his wit, I shall be a miserable woman. 

Warn. A fool ! that were a good jest, i'faith : but 
how comes your ladyship to suspect it ? 

Rose. I have heard, madam, your greatest wits^ 
have ever a touch of madness and extravagance in 
them, so perhaps has he. 

Warn.. There's nothing more distant than wit 
and folly ; yet, like east and west^ they may meet 
in a point, and produce actions that are but a hair's 
breadth from one another. 

Bose. I'll undertake he has wit enough to make 
one laugh at him a whole day together: He'is a 
most comical person. 

MiU. For all this, I will not swear he is no fool ; 
he has still discovered all your plots. 

Warn. O, madam, that's the common fate of 
your Machiavelians ; they draw their designs so 
subtle, that their very fineness breaks them. 
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MUL However, I'm resolved to be on the sure 
^de ; I will have certain proof of his wit, before I 
marry him. 

Warn. Madam, 111 give you orie^ He wears his 
dofiies like a great sloven, and that's a sure sign of 
wit ; he neglects his outward parts. Besides, he 
speaks French, sings, dances, pkys upon the lute. 

MiO. Does he do all this, say you ? 

Warn. Most divinely, madam. 

MUL I ask no more ; then let him give me a se- 
renade immediately ; but let him stand in view, 
HI' not be cheated. 

Warn, He shall do't, madam:— But how, the 
devil knows ; for he sings like a screech-owl; and 
pever touched the lute. \^Aside. 

Mill. You'll see't performed ? 

Warn. Now I think on't, madam, this will but 
letai^ our enterprize. 

MiU. Either let him do't, or see me no more. 

Warn. Well, it shall be done, madam. — ^But 
where's your father ? will not he overhear it ? 

Mill. As good hap is, he's below stairs, talking 
with a seaman, that has brought him news from the 
East Indies. 

Warn. What concernment can he have there ? 

Mill. He had a bastard son there, whom he loved 
extremely : but not having any news from him 
these many years, concluded him dead ; this son he 
expects within these three days. 

Warn. When did he see him last ? 

MUl. Not since he was seven years old. 

Warn. A sudden thought comes into my head, to 
make him appear before his time ; let my master 
pass for him, and by that means he may come 
into the house unsuspected by your father, or his 
rival. 
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Mill. AccordiDg as he performs his serenade Til 

talk with you make hast e I must retire i^ 

little. lExit Mill. Jrom above. 

Bose. I'll instruct him most rarely^ he shall never 
be found out ; but, in the mean time, what wilt 
thou do for a serenade ? 

Warn. Faith, I am a little non-plus'd on the sud- 
den ; but a warm consolation from thy Ups, Rose, 
would set my wits a working again. 

Rose. Adieu, Warner. {^Exit. 

Warn. Inhuman Rose, adieu ! — Blockhead War- 
ner, into whait a premunire hast thou brought thy- 
self ! this 'tis to be so forward to promise for an- 
other ; — but to be godfather to a fool, to promlsq 
and vow he should do any thing like a Christian— 

Enter Sir Maiitin Mab-all. 

Sir Mart. Why, how now, bully ? in a brown 
study ? For my good, I warrant it : there's five shil- 
lings for thee. yVhat ! we must encourage good 
wits sometimes. 

Wam.Hang your white pelf! Sure, sir, by your 
largess, you mistake me for Martin Parker, the bal- 
lad-maker; your covetousness has offended my 
muse, and quite dulled her. 

Sir Mart. How angry the poor devil is ! In fine, 
thou art as choleric as a cook by a fireside. 

Warn. I am overheated, like a gun, with conti- 
nual discharging my wit. 'Slife, sir, I have rarified 
my brain for you, 'till they are evaporated ; but 
come, sir, do something for yourself like a man : I 
haye engaged you shall give to your mistress a se- 
renade in your proper person : I'U borrow a lute for 
you. 

Sir Mart. I'll warrant thee I'll do't, man. 

Wami, You never learned : I do not think you 
know one stop. 
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Sir Mart. Tib no matter for that^ sir ; I'll play 
as fast as I can, and never stop at all. 

Wiam. Go to, you are an invincible fool, I see. 
Get up into your window, and set two candies by 
-you ; take my landlord's lut^ in your hand, and 
nimble on it, and make grimaces with your mouthy 
as if you sung. In the meantime, I'll play in the 
next room in the dark, and consequently your mis- 
tress, who will come to her balcony over against 
|rou, will think it to be you ; and at the end of 
every tune, I'll ring the bell that hangSr between 
your chamber and mine, that you may Know; wben 
to ha;i^e done. 

Sir Mart. Why, this i$ fair play, now, to tell a 
man beforehand what he must do ; gramercy, i'faith, 
boy, now if I fail thee-r — 

Warn. About your business, then, your mistress 
and her maid appear already : I'll give you the sign 
with the bell when I am prepared, for my lute is at 
hand in the barber's shop. [^JSxeunt. 

JEfUer Mrs Millisent, and Rose, mth a candle hy 

theniy above. 

Base. We shall have rare music. 

Mill. I wish it prove so ; for I suspect the knight 
can neither play nor sing. 

Base. But if he does, you are bound to pay the 
music, madam. 

MUl. I'll not believe it, except both my ears and 
eyes are witnesses. 

Mose. But 'tis night, madam, and you cannot see 
him ; yet he may play admirably in the dark. 

Miu. Where's my father ? 

Base. You need not fear him, he's still employed 
with that same seaman ; and I have sent Mrs Chris^ 
tian to watch their discourse, that, betwixt her and 
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me, Warner may have wherewithal to instruct his 
master. 

MUl. But yet there's fear my &th'er will find out 
the plot. 

Rose. Not in the least ; for my old lady bias pNV 
vided two rare disguises for the master and the 
man. 

MUi. Peace, I hear them beginning to tune the 
lute. 

Rose. And see, madam, where your true knight^ 
Sir Martfa), is placed yonder like Apollo, with his 
lute in his hand, and his rays about bis head. [Sk 
Martin appears at the adverse window ; a iume it 
played ; when it is done, Warner ring^^ and j$r 
Martin holds.'] Did he not play most excellently, 
madam ? 

Mm. He played well, and yet methinka he hdd 
his lute but untowardly. 

^ose. P^ar madam, peace ; now for the song. 

the song.* 

BUnd love, to this hour, » 

Had never, like me, a skwe under his power : 
Then bl^t he the dart 
That he threw at my heart ; 
For nothing can prove 
A joy w great, as to he wounded with kwe. 

\ My days, and my nights, 

AreJUfd to the purpose with sorrows amdjr^ghis: 

From my heart still I swh. 

And my eyes are n^er wry ; 
So that, Cupid he praised, 
I am to the top qftovffs happiness raised. 

* This song is translated from Voiture. 



0C£M£ I. Sm MAETIN HAB^ALL. 78 

My iouts aU onjire^ 
So that I have the pleasure to doat and desire : 
Such a pretty sqft pain. 
That it tickles ea>ch vein ; 
^Tis the dream of a smarts 
Jf^ichmfliesme breatheshorty when it befttsatmyheart. 

Sometimes, in a pet, 
JVhen I am despised, I my freedom wquld get : 
But strait a sweet smile 
Hoes my anger h^uHe, 
And my heart does recal ;. 
J%en the more I do struggle, ike lower IfaU. 

. Hemen does not impart 
Such a grace, as to love, utHo ^ery one^s heart ; 
For many may wish 
To be wounded, and miss : 
Then blest be lovers fre. 
And more blest her ^^f that first tonight me desire. 

The song being done, Waener rings again ; but Sir 
Maetin continues Jumbling, and gasUng on his 
Mistress. 

MiU. A pretty-humoured song. But stay, me-^ 
thinks he plays and sings still, and yet we cannot 
hear liim. Play louder, Sir Martin, that we may 
Itave the fruits on't« 

Warn. [Peeping.'] Death ! this abominable fool 
will spoil all again. Damn him, he stands making 
his grimaces yonder ; and he looks so earnestly upon 
his mistress, that he hears me not. [Eings again. 

Mill. Ah, ah ! have I found you out, sir ? Now, 
as I live and breathe, this is pleasant! Rose, his 
man played and sung for him, and he, it seems, did 
not know when he should give over. 

[Mill, and Rose laugh. 
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Warn. They hare found him out, and hMh yon- 
der, as if they would split their sides.— V^'^r, Mr 
Fool, Oaf, Coxoomby will you hear none of joor 
names? 

MiU. Sir l^fartin. Sir Alaztin, take your man'k 
counsel, and keep time with your muac 

Sir MarL \Pe^ng.'\ Ha ! What do you say, 
madam ? How does your ladyship like my music ? 

MiU. O most heavenly ! just like the haimany of 
the spheres, that is to be admired, and never hard 

Warm. You have ruined all, by your not leaving 
off* in time. 

Sir Mart. What the devil would you have anum 
do, when my hand is in ! Wdl, o* my c(Miscienoe, I 
think there is a fate upon me. {Nairn witttitL 

MiU. Look, Rose, what's the matter. 

Rose. Tis Sir John Swallow, pursued 1^ the bai- 
liffs, madam, acocnding to our plot ; it seems they 
have dogged him thus late to Ms lodging. 

MiU. That's well ; for though I b^in not to kyve 
this fool, yet I am glad I shall be rid of him. 

[Exeunt Mill, and Rose. 

Enter Sir John, purmed hy three^ JBailfjffi aoer tie 

stage. 

Sir MarL Now I'll redeem all again ; my mis- 
tress shall see my valour, I'm resolved ont—Vil- 
lains, rogues, poltroons ! What ? three upon one ? 
In fine. III be with you immediately. {Exit. 

Warn. Why, sir, are you stark nuid ? have you 
no grain of sense left ? — ^He's gone ! now is he as ear- 
nest in the quarrel as Cokes among the puppets ; 
'IJs to no purpose whatever I do for him. 

[^m^Wabmeb, 
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[ Enter Sir John an4 Sir Martin {having driven 
\ " away the Bailiffs;) Sir Mawjiis Jlourishes his 
sword. 

J Sir Mart. Victoria ! Victoria ! What heart, Sir 

John ? you have received no harm, I hope ? 
r Sir John. Not the least ; I thank you, sir, for 
your timely assistance, which I will requite with 
fXiy thing, but the resigning of my mistress. Dear 
Sir Martin, .a gppcjinight* 

Sir Mart Pray, let me wait upon you in. Sir 
John. 

Sir John. I can find my way to Mrs Millisent 
without you, sir, I thank you. 

Sir Mart. But pray, what were you to be ar- 
rested fpr ? 

Sir John. I know no more than you ; some little 
debts perhaps I left unpaid by my negligence : Once 
more, good night, sir. \_jExit. 

Sir Mart. He's an ungrateful fellow ; and so, in 
fine, I shall tell him when I see him next-T-.Mon«- 
sieu r 

.. -A 

Enter Warner. 

ft 

yramier, a propos ! I hope you'll applaud me now. 
I have defeated the enemy, and that in sight of my 
inistress, boy ! I have charmed her, i'faith, with my 
valour. 

Warn. Ay, just as much as you did e'en now 
with your music. Go, you are so beastly a fool, that 
a chiding is thrown away upon you. 

Sir mart. Fool in your face, sir ; call a man of 
honour fool, when I have just atchieved such an 
enterprize— Gad, now my blood's up, I am a dan- 
gerous person, I can tell you that, Warner. 

Warn. Poor animal, I pity thee ! 

Sir Mart I grant I am no musician, but you 

3 
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must allow me for a swordsman : I have beat them 
bravely ; and, in fine, I am come off wihurt^ save 
only a little scratch in the head. 

Warn. That's impossible ; thou hast a skull so 
thick, no sword can pierce it ; but mudi good may 
it do you, sir, with the fruits of your valour : You 
rescued your rival, when he was to be airested, m 
purpose to take him off fix)m your mistress. 

Sir Mart Why, this is ever the fate of ingifenious 
men ! Nothing thrives they take in hand. 

Enter Rose. 

Bo9e. Sir Martin, you have done your biisbEiess 
with my lady, she'll never look upon you mora ; 
she says, she's so well satisfied of your wit and 
courage, that she will not put you to any fiirtb^ 
trial. 

Sir Mart Warner, is there no hppes, Warner? 

Warn. None that I know. 

Sir Mart, Let's have but one dvil plot more fae^ 
fore we part. 

Warn. 'Tis to no purpose. 

Rose. Yet, if he had some golden friends^ that 
would engage for him the next time?^! — 

Sir Mart. Here's a Jacobus and a Carolus will 
enter into bonds for me. 

Rose, rU take their royal words for once. 

[She fetches two disguises. 

Warn. The meaning of this, dear Rose ? 

Rose. Tis in pursuance of thy own invention, 
Warner ; a child which thy wit hath besot upcn 
ine : But let us lose no time. Help ! help ! dress 
thy master, that he may be Anthony, old Moody's 
bastard, and thou his man, come firom tiie Sast 
IndieSf 

Sir Mart. Hey-tarock it — ^now we shall have 
Rose's device too ; 1 long to be at it, pray let's hear 
inore on it. 
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Bmb. Old Moody, you must knowjn his younger 
years^ when he was a Cambridge-scholar, made l^ld 
with a townsman's daughter there, by whom he 
had a bastard, whose name was Anthony, whom 
you. Sir Martin, are to represent. 

Sir Mart. I warrant you ; let me alone for Tony : 
But pray go on, Kose. 

Itoie. Tnis child, in his father's time, he durst not 
own, but bred him privately in the Isle of Ely, till 
he was seven years old, and from thence sent him 
with one Bonaventure, a merchant, for the East 
Indies. 

Warn. But will riot this over-burden your me- 
mory, sir ? 

Sir Mart. There's no answering thee any thing ; 
thou thinkest I am good for nothing. 

Base. Bonaventure died at Surat within two years, 
and this Anthony has lived up and down in the Mo- 
gul's country, unheard of by his father till this 
flight, and is expected within these three days : 
Now if you can pass for him, you may have admit- 
tance into the house, and make an end of all the 
business before the other Anthony arrives. 

Warn. But hold, Rose, there's one considerable 
point omitted ; what was his mother's name ? 

Rose. That indeed I had forgot ; her name was 
Dorothy, daughter to one Draw-water, a vintner at 
the Rose. 

Warn. Come, sir, are you perfect in your lesson ? 
Andiony Moody, born in Cambridge, bred in the 
Isle of Ely, sent into the Mogul's country at seven 
years old, with one Bonaventure, a merchant, who 
died within two years ; your mother's name Doro- 
thy Diaw-water, the vintner's daughter at the Rose. 

Sir Mart. I have it dil ad unguem — ^what ! do'st 

think I'm a sot ? But stay a little, how have I 

tived all this while in that same country ? 
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" Warn. What country ? — ^Pox, he has forgot al- 
ready ! 

Rose. The Mogul's country. 

Sir Mart. Ay, ay, the Mogul's country. What 
the devil, any man may mistake a little ; but now 
I have it perfect : But what have I been doin^ all 
this while in the Mogul's country ? — ^He's a beauierr 
rogue, I am afraid I shall never hit upon his name. 

Warn. Why, you have been passing your time 
there no matter howw 

Rose. Well, if this passes upon the old man. Til 
bring your business about again with my mistress, 
never fear it ; stay you here at the door, I'll go tell 
the old man of your arrival. 

Warn. Well, sir, now play your part exactly, and 
I'll forgive all your former errors. 

Sir Mart Hang them, they were only slips of 
youth. How peremptory and domineering this 
rogue is, now he sees I have need of his service ! 
Would I were out of his power again, I would 
make him lie at my feet like any spaniel. 

Enter Moody, Sir John, Lord, Lady Dupe, 
MiLLiSENT, Christian, and Rose. 

Mood. Is he here already, say'st thou ? Which is 
he? 

Rose. That sun-burnt gentleman. 

Mood. My dear boy, Anthony, do I see thee again 
before I die ? Welcome, welcome. 

Sir Mart. My dear father, I know it is yoii by 
instinct ; for, methinks, I am as like you, as if I 
were spit out of your mouth. 

Rose. Keep it up, I beseech your lordship. 

[Aside to the Lord. 

Lord. He's wondrous like indeed. 

L. Dupe. The very image of him. 

Mood. Anthony, you must salute all this com- 
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pany : This is my Lord Dartmouth, this my Lady 
jOupe, this her niece Mrs Christian. 

[^He salutes them. 

Sir Mart. And that's my lister ; methinks I have 
a good resemblance of her too : Honest sister, I 
must needs kiss you, sister. 

Warn. This fool will discover himself; I foresee 
it already by his carriage to her. 

Mood. And now, Anthony, pray tell us a little 
of your travels. 

Sir Mart. Time enough for that, forsooth, father ; 
but I have such a natural affection for my sister, 
that, methinks, I could live and die with her. Give 
me thy hand, sweet sister. 

Sir John. She's beholden to you, sir. 

Sir Mart. What if she be, sir? what's that to you, 
sir? 

Sir John. I hope, sir, I have not offended you ? 

Sir Mart. It may be you have, and it may be 
you have not, sir ; you see I have no mind to satis- 
fy you, sir : What a devil ! a man cannot talk a lit- 
tle to his own flesh and blood, but you must be in- 
terposing, with a murrain to you. 

Mood. Enough of this, good Anthony ; this gen- 
tleman is to marry your sister. 

Sir Mart He marry my sister ! Ods foot, sir, 
there are some bastards, that shall be nameless, that 
are as well worthy to marry her, as any man ; and 
have as good blood in their veins. 

Sir John. I do not question it in the least, sir. 

Sir Mart. *Tis not your best course, sir ; you 
marry my sister ! what have you seen of the world, 
sir ? I have seen your hurricanos, and your calen- 
tures, and your ecliptics, and your tropic lines, sir, 
an you go to that, sir. 

Warn. You must excuse my master ; the sea's 
a little working in his brain, sir. 
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Sir Mart And your Prester Johns of the East 
Indies, and your great Turk of Rome and Persia. 

M6od. Lord, wnat a thing it is to be learned, and 
a traveller ! Bodikin, it makes me weep for joy. — 
But, Anthony, you must not bear yourself too much 
upon your learning, child. 

Mill. l^TBy, brother, be civil to this gentletnan 
for my sake. 

Sir Mart. For your sake, sister Millisent» mudi 
may be done, and here I kiss your hand on it. 

Warn. Yet again, stupidity ? 

Mill. Nay, pray, brother, hands off ; now you are 
too rude. 

Sir Mart. Dear sister, as 1 am a true East India 
gentleman—— 

Mood. But pray, son Anthony, let us talk of other 
matters ; and tell me truly, had you not quite for- 
got me? And yet 1 made woundy much of you, 
when you were young. 

Sir Mart. I remember you as well as if I saw you 
but yesterday : A fine grey-headed — grey-beard- 
ed old gentleman, as ever I saw in all my life. 

Wam.aside.^ Grey-bearded old gentleman ! when 
he was a scholar at Cambridge ! 

Mood. But do you remember where you were 
bred up ? 

Sir Mart. O yes, sir, most perfectly, in tlie isle 
«-^tay--let me see, oh— now I have it— in the Isle 
ofScilly. 

Mood. In the Isle of Ely, sure you mean ? 

Warn. Without doubt, he did, sir; but thisdamn'd 
Isle of Sdlly runs in his head, ever since his sea voy- 
age. 

Mood. And your mother's name was— com^ pray 
let me examine you — for that, I'm sure, you cannot 
forget. 

Sir Mart. Warner ! what was it, Warner ? 

lAgide. 
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Warn. Poor Mrs Dorothy Draw- water, if she 
were now alive, what a joyful day would this be to 
her! 
* Mood. Who the devil bid you speak, sirrah ? 

Sir Mart. Her name, sir, was Mrs Dorothy Draw- 
water. 

Sir, John. Fll be hanged if this be not some cheat. 

Mill. Tie makes so many stumbles, he must needs 
lall at last. 

Mood. But you remember, I hope, where you 
were born ? 

Warn. Well, they may talk what they will of 
Oxford for an university, but Cambridge for my 
noAey. 

Mood. Hold your tongue, you scanderbag rogue 
3'^ou ; this is the second time you have been talking 
when you should not. 

Sir Mart I was born at Cambridge ; I remember 
it as perfectly as if it were but yesterday. 

Warn. How I sweat for him ! he's remembering 
«ver since he was born. 

Mood. And who did you go over with to the 
£ast Indies ? 

Sir Mart. Warner ! [Aside. 

Worn. 'Twas a happy thing, sir, you lighted 
upon so honest a merchant as Mr Bonaventure, to 
take care of him. 

Mood. Saucy rascal ! This is past all sufferance. 

Rose. We are undone, Warner, if this discourse 
go on any further. 

Lord. Pray, sir, take pity on the poor gentleman ; 
he has more need of a good supper, than to be ask- 
ed so many questions. 

Sir John. These are rogues, sir, I plainly perceive 
it ; pray let me ask him one question — Which way 
did you come home, sir ? 

Sir Mart. We came home by land, sir. 

VOL. IIL F 
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Warn. That is, from India to Persia, from Per- 
sia to Turkey, from Turkey to Germany^ from 
Germany to France. 

Sir John. And from thence, over the narrow seas 
on horseback. 

Mood. Tis so, I discern it now ; but some shall 
smoke for it Stay a little, Anthony, 1% be with 
you presently. \^JExit Mooi}, 

Warn. That wicked old man is gone for no-good^ 
I'm afraid ; would I were fairly quit of him. 

rAside. 

Mill. [^Aside.'l Tell me no more of Sir Martin, 
Hose ; he wants natural sense, to talk aller tl^is rate ; 
but for this Warner, I am strangely taken with^him; 
how handsomely he brought him off ! 

Enter Moody, ttith two cudgels. 

Mood. Among half a score tough cudgels I had 
in my chamber, I have made cl^oice of wese two, 
as best able to hold out. 

Mill. Alas ! poor Warner must be beaten now, 
for all his wit ; would I could bear it for him I 

Warn. But to what end is all this preparation, 
sir? 

Mood. In the first place, for your worship, and 
in the next, for this East- India apostle^ that will 
needs be my son Anthony. 

Warn. Why, d'ye think he is not ? 

Mood. No, thou wicked accomplice in his de- 
signs, I know he is not. 

Warn. Who, I his accomplice ? I beseech you, 
sir, what Is it to me, if he should prove a counter- 
feit ? I assure you he has cozened me in the first 
place. 

Sir John. That's likely, i'faith, cozen his qvyn 
servant ! 

Warn. As I hope for mercy, sir, I ain *a letter 
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stranger to him ; he took me up b^t yesterday, and 
told me the story, word for word, as he told it you* 

Sir Mart What will become of us two now ? I 
trust to the rogue's wit to bring me off. 

Mood. If thou wouldst have me believe thee, 
take one of these two cudgels, and help me to lay 
it on soundly. 

Warn. With all my heart. 

Mood. Out, you cheat, you hypocrite, you im- 
postor ! Do you come hither to cozen an honest 
man ? [Beats him. 

Sir Mart Hold, hold, sir ! 
' Warn. Do you come hither, with a lie, to get a 
father, Mr Anthony of East-India ? 

Sir Mart Hold, you inhuman butcher ! 

Warn. I'll teach you to counterfeit again, sir. 

Sir Mart The rogue wiQ murder me. 

JEodt Sir Makti^^ pursued hy Warner. 
A fair riddance of 'em both. Let's in 9nd 
laugh at 'em. [Ednwnt. 



SCENE II. 

Enter again Sir Martin and Warner. 

Sir Mart. Was there ever such an affront put 
upon a man, to be beaten by his servant ? 

Warn. After my hearty salutations upon your 
backside, sir, may a man have leave to ask you, 
what news from the Mogul's country ? 

Sir Mart I wonder where thou hadst the im» 
pudence to move such a question to me, knowing 
how thou hast used me. 

Warn. Now, sir, you may see what comes of 
your indiscretion and stupidity, \ always give you 
warning of it ; but, for this time, I am content to 
pass it without more words, partly, because I have 
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already corrected you, though not so much as you 
deserve. 

Sir Mart Do'st thou think to carry it off at thi» 
rate, after such an injury ? 

Warn. You may thank yourself for*t ; nay, 'twas 
very well I found out that way, otherwise I had 
been suspected as your accomplice. 

Sir Mart. But you laid it on with such a ven- 
geance, as if you were beating of a stock-fish. 

Warn. To confess the truth on't, you had anger- 
ed me, and I was willing to evaporate my choler ; 
if you will pass it by so, I may chance to help you 
to your mistress. No more words of this business, 
I advise you, but go home and grease your back. 

Sir Mart. In fine, I must suffer it at his hands ; 
for if my shoulders had not paid for this fault, my 
purse must have sweat blood for't. The rogue has 
got such a hank upon me 

Warn. So, so } here's another of our vessels come 
in, after the storm that parted us. 

Enter Rose. 

What comfort. Rose ? no harbour near ? 

Rose. My lady, as you may well imagine, is most 
extreAiely incensed against Sir Martip; but she 
applauds your ingenuity to the skies. I'll say no 
more, hurt; thereby hangs a tale. 

Sir Mart. I am considering with myself about a 
plot, to bring all about again. 

Rose. Yex again plotting ! if you have such a 
mind to't, I know no way so proper for you, as to 
turn poet to PugeneUo. 

Warn. Hark ! is not that music in your house? 

[Mime plays. 

Rose. Yes, Sir John has given my mistress the 
fiddles, and our old man is as jocund yonder, - and 
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does so hug himself^ to think how be has been re- 
venged upon you ! 

Warn, Why, he does not know 'twas me, I 
hope? 

Rose. 'Tis all one for that. 

Sir Mart. I have such a plot ! — I care not, I will 
speak, an I were to be hanged for't. Shall I speak, 
dear Warner ? let me now ; it does so wamble 
within me, just like a clyster, i'faith la, and I can 
keep it no longer, for my heart. 

Warn. Well, I am indulgent to you ; put with 
it boldly, in the name of nonsense. 

Sir Mart. We two will put on vizards, and with 
the help of my landlord, who shall be of the party, 
go a mumming there, and by some device of dan- 
cing, get my mistress away, unsuspected by them 
all. 

Rose. What if this should hit now, when all 
your projects have failed, Warner ? 

Warn. Would I were hanged, if it be not some- 
what probable. Nay, now I consider better on't — 
exceedingly probable ; it must take, 'tis not in na- 
ture to be avoided. 

Sir Mart. O, must it so, sir ! and who may you 
thank for't ? 

Warn. Now am I so mad he should be the au- 
thor of this device ! How the devil, sir, came you 
to stumble on't ? 

Sir Mart. Why should not my brains be as 
fruitful as yours, or any man's ? 

Warn. This is so good, it shall not be your plot, 
jsir ; either disown it, or I will proceed no further. 

Sir Mart, I would not lose the credit of my 
plot, to gain 'my mistress. The plot's a good one, 
and I'll justify it upon any ground in England ; an 
you will not work upon't, it shall be done without 



86 SIR MARTIN MAR-ALL, ACT V. 

Rose. I think the knight has reason. 

Warn. Well, I'll order it, however, to the best 
advantage. Hark you, Rose. [ Whispers, 

Sir Mart If it miscarry by your ordering, take 
notice, 'tis your fault ; 'tis well invented, I'll take 
my oath on't. 

Rose. I must into them, for fear I should be sus- 
Jpected; b^t I'll acquaint my lord, my old lady, 
and all the rest, who ought to know it, with your 
design. 

Warn. We'll be with you in a twinkling. You 
and I, Rose, are to follow oiir leaders, and be paired 
to-night. 

Rose. To have, and to hold, are dreadful words, 
Warner ; but, for your sake, I'll venture on 'em. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III. 

Enter Lord, Lady Dupe, and CHRiSTiAi^* 

L. Dupe. Nay, ^ood my lord,, be patient. 

Liord. Does he think to give fiddles and treat- 
ments in a house, where he has wronged a lady ? 
I'll never suflfer it. 

L. Dupe. But upon what ground will you raise 
your quarrel ? 

Lord. A very just one, — as I am her kinsilian. 

L. Dupe. He does not know yet why he was to 
be arrested ; * try that way again. 

Lord. I'll hear of nothing but revenge. 

Enter Rose. 

Rose. Yes, pray hear me one word,, my lord ; Sir 
Martin himself has made a plot. 

Chr. That's like to be a good one ! 

Rose. A fool's plot may be as lucky as a fool's 
handsel ; 'tis a very likely one, and requires no- 



SCENE III. SIR MAllTIN MAR-ALL. 87 

thing for your part, but to get a parson in the next 
room ; we'll find work for him. 

JL. Dupe. That shall be done Immediately ; Chris- 
tian, make haste, and send for ISIr Ball, the noncon- 
formist ; tell him, here are two or three angels to 
bef earned. 

Chr. And two or three possets to be eaten. May 
I not put in that, madam ? 

Li^ jDupe. Surely you may. IJExit Chr. 

Jii^. Then for the rest — ^'tis only this — ^Oh ! 
they are here ! pray take it in a whisper. My lady 
knows of it already. 

JEfUer Moody, Sir John, and Mrs Millisent. 

Mill. Strike up again, fiddle, I'll have a French 
dance. 

Sir John. Let's have the brawlsw 

Modd. No, good Sir John, no quarrelling among 
friends. 

L. Uupe. Your company is like to be increased, 
sir ; some neighbours, that heard your fiddles, are 
come a mumming to you. 

Mood. Let them come in, and we'll be jovy ; an 
I had but my hobby-horse at home 

Sir John. What, are they men, or women ? 

L. Ihipe. I believe some 'prentices broke loose. 

MUl. Kose, go, and fetch me down two Indian 
gowns and vizard masks ^you and I will dis- 
guise too, and be as good a mummery to them, as 
they to us. [^Exit Rose. 

Mood. That will be most rare. 

Enter Sir Martin Mar-all, Warner, Land- 

lord, disguised like a Tony. 

Mood. O here they come ! — Gentlemen maskers, 
you are welcome — [Warner signs to the music for 
a dance.'] He signs for a dance, I believe ;— you are 
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welcome. — Mr Music, strike up ; I'll make one, as 
old as I am. 

Sir John. And I'll not be out. [^Dance. 

Lord. Gentlemen maskers, you have had your 
frolic, the next turn is mine.— *Bring two flute- 
glasses and some stools, ho ! we'll have the ladies' 
healths. 

Sir John. But why stools, my lord ? 

Lord. That you shall see ; the humour is, that 
two men at a time are hoisted up ; when they are 
above, they name their ladies, and the rest d£ the 
company dance about them while they drink. This 
they call the frolic of the altitudes. 

Mood. Some Highlander's invention, I'll warrant 
itV 

Lord. Gentlemen-maskers, you shall begin. 

[They hoist Sir Mart, awrf Warn. 

Sir John. They point to Mrs Millisent and Mrs 
Christian. A LotCs louche I touche ! 

[ While they drinh^ the company dances a^nd 
sings. They are taken doum. 

Mood. A rare topping health this. Come, Sir 
"John, now you and I will be in our altitudes. 

Sir John. What new device is this, trow ? 

Mood. I know not what to make on't. 

[ When they are wp^ the company dances about 
them. They dance off. Tony dances ajigg. 

Sir John. Pray, Mr Fool, where's the rest of your 
company ? I would fain see 'em again. [Jo Tony. 

Land. Come down, and tell them so, Cudden. 

Sir John. Ill bQ hang'd if there be not some plot 
in it, and this fool is set here to spin out the £ime. 

Mood. Like enough ! undone ! undone ! my daugh- 
ter's gone ! let me down, sirrah. 

Land. Yes, Cudden. 

Sir John. My mistress is gone, let me down 
ftrst* 
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Land. This is the quickest way, Ciidden. 

[He qffkrsto puU down the stools. 

Sir John. Hold ! hold ! or thou wilt break my 
neck. 

Land. An you will not come down, you may 
stay there, Cudden. [Exit Landlord^ dandng. 

Mood. O scanderbag villains ! 

Sir John. Is there no getting down ? 

Mood. All this was long of you. Sir Jack. 

Sir John. 'Twas long of yourself, to invite them 
hither. 

Mood. O you young coxcomb, to be drawn in 
thus! 

Sir John. You old Scot you, to be caught so sil- 

my!. 

Mood. Come but an inch nearer, and I'll so claw 
thee. 

Sir John. I hope I shall reach to thee. 

Mood. An 'twere not for thy wooden breast- work 
there* ■ ■ 

Sir John. I hope to push thee down from Baby- 
lon. 

jEnter Lord, Lady Dupe, Sir Martin, Warner, 
Rose, Mill i sent veiled^ and Landlord. 

I^ord. How, gentlemen ! what, quarrelling among 
yourselves ! , 

Mood. Coxnowns! help me down, and let me 
have fair play ; he shall never marry my daughter. 

Sir Mart. [Leading Rose.] No, I'll be sworn 
that he shall not ; therefore never repine, sir, for 
marriages, you know, are made in heaven ; in fine, 
sir, we are joined together in spite of fortune. 

Rose. [Putting off her mask.'] That we are, in- 
deed. Sir Martin, and these are witnesses ; there- 
fore, in fine, never repine, sir, for marriages, you 
know, are made in heaven. 



90 StR MAHTIN MAR-ALL. ACT V. 

Omn. Rose' 

Warn. What, is Rose split in two ? Sure I have 
got one Rose ! 

Mill. Ay, the best Rose you ever got in all yoUr 
life. [FuUs off her mask. 

Warn. This amazeth ine so much, I know not 
what to say, or think. 

Mood. My daughter married to Warner ? 

Sir Mart. Well, I thought it impossible that any 
man in England should have over-reached me: 
Sure, Warner, there is some mistake in this. PrV- 
thee, Billy, let*s go to the parson to make all right 
again, that every man have his own, before the 
matter go too far. 

Warn. Well, sir ! for my part, I will have no- 
thing farther to do with these women, for, I find, 
they will be too hard for us ; but 6'en sit down by 
the loss, and content myself with my hard fortune. 
But, madam, do you ever think I will forgive you 
this, to cheat me into an estate of two thousand 
pounds a-y ear ? 

Sir Mart. An I were as thee, I would not be so 
served, Warner. 

Mill. I have served him but right, for the cheat 
he put upon me," when he persuaded me you were a 
wit — ^Now, there's a trick for your trick, sir. 

Warn. Nay, I confess you have outwitted me. 
Sir John. Let me down, and I'll forgive all freely. 

{^They let him down. 

Mood. What am I kept here for ? 

Warn. I might in policy keep you there, till 
your daughter and I had been in private, for a lit- 
tle consummation. But for once, sir, V\\ trust your 
good nature. [Takes him dawn too. 

Mood. An thou wert a gentleman, it would not 
grieve me. 
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Mitt. That I was assured of before I married him, 
by toy lord here. 

Jjord. I cannot refuse to own him for my kins^ 
man, though his father's sufferings in the late times 
have ruined his fortunes. 

Mood. But yet he has been a serving man. 
• Warn. You are mistaken, sir, I have been a mas- 
ter ; and, besides, there is an estate of eight hun- 
dred pounds a-year, only it is mortgaged for six 
thousand pounds. 

Mood. Well, we'll bring it off; and, for my part, 
I am glad my daughter has missed in fine there. 

Sir John. I will not be the only man that must 
sleep without a bed- fellow to-night, if this lady will 
once again receive me. 

L. Dupe. She's yours, sir. 

Lord. And the same parson, that did the former 
execution, is still in the next chamber ; what with 
caudles, wine, and quidding, which he has taken in 
abundance, I think he will be able to wheedle two 
more of you into matrimony. 

Mitt. Poor Sir Martin looks melancholy ! I am 
half afraid he is in love. 

Warn. Not with the lady that took him for a wit, 
I hope. 

Rose. At least. Sir Martin can do more than you, 
Mr Warner ; for he can make me a lady, which you 
cannot my mistress. 

Sir Mart. I have lost nothing but my man, and, 
in fine, I shall get another. 

MiU. You'll do very well, Sir Martin, for you'll 
never be your own man, I assure you. 

Warn. For my part, I had loved you before, if I 
had followed my inclination. 

MiU. But now I am afraid you begin of the la- 
test, except your love can grow up, like a mush- 
room, at a night's warning. 

6 
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Warn. For that matter, never trouble yourself; 
I can love as fast as any man, when 1 am nigh pos- 
session ; my love falls heavy, and never moves quick 
till it comes near the centre ; he's an ill falconer, 
that will unhood before the quarry be in sight 
Love's an high-mettled hawk, that beats the air, 
But soon grows weary when the game's not near. 

\Exeunt amnes. 



EPILOGUE. 



As cipuntrv vicars^ when the lermon's done, 
ftun headlong to. the benediction ; 
Well knowing, though the better sort may stay^ 
The vulgar rout will run unblest away i 
So we^ when once our play is done^ make ha^te 
"With a short epilogue to close your taste. * 
In thus withdrawing, we seem mannerly ; 
' But, when the curtain's down^ we peep, and see 
A jury of the wits, who still st%y late, 
^ AAd in their club decree the poor play's fate ; 
Their verdict back is to the boxes brought, 
Thence all the town pronounces it their thought. 
Thus, gallants, we, like Lilly, can foresee ; 
But if you ask us what our doom will be. 
We by to-morrow will our fortune cast. 
As he tells all things when the year is past. 
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THE TEMPEST. 

In this alteration of the ^* Tempest," Dryden acknowledges his 
obligation to Sit William Davenant, whom he extols for his quick 
and piercing imagination* Sir William was the son of an inn- 
keeper in Chcford» whose house was frequented by our immortal 
Shakopeare; and hence an ilUfounded tradition ascribed to him 
a paternal interest in young Davenant. But this slander on Shake- 
speare's moral character has been fully refuted in the Prolego- 
neoato Johnson and Steevens' edition of his plays. Davenant was 
npointed poet^aureat upon the death of Ben Jonson. During 
the Civil Wars, he distinguished himself on the royal side^ was 
lieutenant-general of ordnance to the Earl of Newcastlej and was 
knighted by Charles at the siege of Gloucester. He was afterwards 
much trusted by Henrietta, the Queen-dowager; and was finally 
inade prisoner by an English man of war, in attempting to convey 
a colonj of loyalists to Virginia. After a long captivity in the 
Tower^ne was liberated through the intercession of the lord-keep- 
er, Whitelocke; the wisest and most temperate of the counsellors 
of the ruling power. Through his countenance. Sir William was 
protected, or connived at, in bringing forward certain interludes 
and operas, even during the rigid sway of fanaticism. After the 
Restoration, he became manager of a company of players, called 
the Duke of York's servants, in distinction to the King's company, 
which was directed by Killigrew. He introduced upon the stage 
much pomp in dress, scenery, and decoration, as if to indemnify 
the theatrical muses for the poor shifts to which they had been 
reduced during the usurpation. Sir William Davenant died in 
1668, at the age of 63. 

** Gondibert," his greatest performance, incurred, when first 
published^ more ridicule, and m latter times more neglect, than 
Its merits deserve* An epic poem, in elegiac stanzas, must always 
be tedious, because no structure of verse is more unfavourable to 
narration than that which almost peremptorily requires each sen- 
tence to be restricted, or protracted, to four lines. But the live- 
liness of Davenant's imagination, which Dryden has pointed out 
as hit most striking attribute, has illuminated even the dull and 
dreary path which lie has chosen ; and perhaps few poems afford 
more instances of vigorous conceptions, and even felicity of ex- 
pression, than the neglected '^ Gondibert."* 



• An excellent cridcal essay upon the beauties and defects of Davenant's epic, 
may be found in Aikin't Miscellanies. Those who arc insenbible to the merits of 
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The alteration of the Tempest was Davenant's last work ; and It 
seems to have been undertaken* chiefly^ with a view to give room 
for scenical decoration. Few readers will think the play much 
improved by the introduction of the sea-languase, which Dave- 
nant had acquired during the adventurous period of his life. Ne- 
verthelessy the ludicrous contest betwixt the sailors^ for the duke- 
dqm and viceroyship of a barren island^ gave much amusement at 
the time, and some of the expressions were long after proverbia].* 
Much cannot be said for Davenant's ingenuity, in contrasting the 
character of a woman, who had never seen a man, with that of a 
man, who had never seen a woman, or in inventing a sister mon- 
ster for Caliban. The majestic simplicity of Shakespeare's plan 
is injured by thus doubling his characters ; and his wild landscape 
is converted into a formal parterre^ where ^'each alley has its bro- 
ther." In sketching characters drawn from fancyt and not from 
observation, the palm of genius must rest with the first inventor ; 
others are but copyists, and a copy shews no where to such disad- 
vantage as when placed by the original. Besides, although we are 
delighted with the feminine simplicity of Miranda, it becomes un- 
manly childishness in Hippolito ; and the premature coquetry of 
Dorinda is disgusting, when contrasted with the maidenhr parity 
that chastens the simplicity of Shakespeare's heroine. The latter 
seems to display^ as it were by instinct, the innate dignity of her 
sex ; the former, to shew, even in solitude, the germ of those vices, 
by which^ in a voluptuous age, the female character becomes.de- 
^ded. The wild and savage character of Caliban is also sunk 
into low and vulgar buffoonery. 

Dryden has not informed us of the share he had in this- altera- 
tion. It was probably little more than the care of adapting it to 
the stage. The prologue is one of the most masterly tributes ever 
paid at the shrine of Shakespeare. 

From the epilogue^ the Tempest appears to have been acted la 
1667^ Although Dryden was under engagements to the King's 
Company^ this play was performed by the Duke's Servants^ pro- 
bably because written in conjunction with Davenant, their ma- 
nager. It was not published until 1670. 



the poem, may admire the courage of the authors who wrote jMxne part of it wlm 
he conceived himself within a week of being hanged. A tradition prevails, that 
his life was saved by Milton, whose life, in return, he saved at the Restoration. 
Were the story true, how vast was the requital ! 
♦ As, ** Peace and the But," &c. 



PREFACE. 



The writing of prefaces to plays was probably 
invented by some very ambitious poet, who never 
thought he had done enough. Perhaps by some ape 
of the French eloquence, which uses to make a bu- 
siness of a letter of gallantry, an examen of a farce ; 
and, in short, a great pomp and ostentation of 
words on every trifle. This is certainly the talent 
of that nation, and ought not to be invaded by any 
other. They do that out of gaiety, which would 
be an imposition upon us.* 

We may satisfy ourselves with surmounting them 
in the scene, and safely leave them those trappings 
of writings, and flourishes of the pen, with which 
they adorn the borders of their plays, and which 
are indeed no more than good landscapes to a very 
indifferent picture. I must proceed no farther in 
this argument, lest I run myself beyond my excuse 
for writing this. Give me leave, therefore, to tell 



* A task imposed upon us. 
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you, reader, that I do not set a value on any thing 
I have written in this play, but out of gratitude to 
the memory of Sir William Davenant, who did me 
the honour to join me with him in the alteration 
of it. 

It was originally Shakespeare's ; a poet for whom 
he. had particularly a high veneration, and whom 
he first taught me to admire. The play itself had 
formerly been acted with success in the Black 
Friarg : And our excellent Fletcher had so great a 
value for it, that he thought fit to make use of the 
same design, not much vkried,a second time. Those, 
who have seen his " Sea- Voyage," may easily dis- 
cern that it was a copy of Shakespeare's " Tem- 
pest." The storm, the desert island, arid the woman 
who had never seen a man, are all suflBicient testi- 
monies of it. But Fletcher was not the only poet 
who made use of Shakespeare's plot. Sir John Suck- 
ling, a professed admirer of our author, has follow- 
ed his footsteps in his " Goblins ;" his RegmeUa 
being an open imitation of Shakespeare's Mirandoy 
and nis spirits^ though counterfeit, yet are copied 
from Ariel. But Sir William Davenant, as he was 
a man of a quick and piercing imagination, soon 
found that somewhat might be added to the design 
of Shakespeare, of which neither Fletcher nor Sui- 
ting had ever thought. And, therefore, to put the 
last hand to it, be designed the counter-part to 
Shakespeare's plot, namely, that of a man who had 
never seen a woman ; that by this means thbs^ 
two characters of innocence and love might the 
more illustrate and commend each other. This ex- 
cellent contrivance he was pleased to communicate 
to me, and to desire my assistance in it. I confess, 
that from the very first moment it so pleased me, 
that I never writ any thing with more delight. I 
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must likewise do him that justice to acknowledge^ 
that my writing received daily his amendments ; 
and that is the reason why it is not so faulty, as the 
rest which I have done, without the help or cor- 
rection of SQ judicious a friend. The comical parts 
of the sailors were also of his invention, £^nd for the 
most party his writing, as you will easily discover 
hy the style. In the time I writ with him, I had 
tne opportunity to observe somewhat more nearly 
of him, than I had formerly done, when I had only 
a bare acquaintance with him. I found him then 
of so quick a fancy, that nothing was proposed to 
him, on which he could not suddenly produce a 
thought, extremely pleasant and surprising ; and 
those first thoughts of his, contrary to the old La- 
tin proverb, were not always the least happy. And 
as his fancy was quick, so likewise were the pro- 
ducts of it remote and new. He borrowed not of 
any other ; and his imaginations were such as could 
not easily enter into any other man. His correc- 
tions ware sober and judicious ; and he corrected 
his own writings much more severely than those 
of another man, bestowing twice the time and la- 
bour in polishing, which he used in invention. It 
bad perhaps been easy enough for me to have ar- 
rogated more to myself than was my due, in the 
writing of this play, and to have passed by his name 
with suence in the publication of it, with the same 
ingratitude which others have used to him, whose 
writings he hath not only corrected, as he hath done 
this, but has had a greater inspection over them, 
and sometimes added whole scenes together, which 
may as easily be distinguished from the rest, as true 
TOld from counterfeit, by the weight. But, besides 
me unworthiness of the action, which deterred me 
from it, (there being nothing so base as to rob the 
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dead of his reputation,) I am satisfied I could never 
have received so much honour, in being thought 
the author of any poem, how excellent soever, as I 
shall from the joining my imperfections with the 
merit and nanie of Shakespeare and Sir William 
Davenant. 

John Dryden. 
JDeeember 1, 1669- 



PROLOGUE. 



As when a tree's cut down» the secret root 
Lives under groundy and thence new branches shoot ; 
Soy from old Shakespeare's honour'd dust, this day 
Springs up and buds a new.reviving play,— 
Shakespeare» who (taught by none) did first impart 
To Fletcher wit, to labouring Jonson art. 
He, monarch-like, gave those, his subjects, law ; 
And is that nature which they paint and draw. 
Fletcher reach'd that which on his heights did grow. 
While Jonson crept, and gathered all below. 
This did his love, and this his mirth, digest : 
One imitates him most, the other best. 
If they have since outwrit all other men^ 
'Tis with the drops which fell from Shakespeare's pen. 
The storm which vanish'd on the neighbouring shore. 
Was taught by Shakespeare's Tempest first to roar. 
That innocence and beauty, which did smile 
In Fletcher, grew on this enchanted isle. 
But Shakespeare's magic could not copied be ; 
Within that circle none durst walk but he. 

I must confess 'twas bold^ nor would you now 

That liberty to vulgar wits allow. 

Which works by magic supernatural things : 

But Shakespeare's power is sacred as a king's. 

Those legends from old priesthood were received. 

And he then writ, as people then believed. 

But if for Shakespeare we your grace implore. 

We for our theatre shall want it more : 

Who, by our dearth of youths, are forced to employ 

One of our women to present a boy ; 

And that's a transformation^ you will say, 

Exceeding all the magic in the play. 

Let none expect^ in the last act, to find 

Her sex transform'd from man to womankind. 

Whate'er she was before the play began, 

All you shall see of her is perfect man. 

Or, if your fancy will be farther led 

To find her woman— it roust be a-bed. 
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TEMPEST. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. — The front of the stage is opened, and 
the band of twenty four violins, with the harpsicals 
and theorbos which accompany the voices,are placed 
between the pit and the stage. While the overture 
is playing, the curtain rises, and discovers a new 
frofnuspiece, joined to the great pilasters, on each 
side of the stage. This frontispiece is a noble arch, 
supported by large wreathed columns of the Corin- 
thian order ; the wreathings of the columns are 
beautified with roses wound round them, and se^ 
vend Cupids flying about them. On the cornice, 
just aver the capitals, sits on either side a figure, 
with ,a trumpet in one hand, and a palm in the 
other, representing Fame. A little farther, on the 
same cornice, on each side of a compass-pediment, 
lie a lion and a unicorn, the supporters of the royal 
arms of England. In the middle of the arch are 
several angels, holding the king's arms, as if they 
wereplacingthemin the midst qfthat compass-pedi- 
ment. Sehind this is the scene, which represents a 
thick cloudy shy, a very rocky coast, ana a tempes- 
tuous sea inperpetical agitation. This tempest {sup- 
posed to be raised by magic) has muny dreadful ob^ 
iects in it, as severed spirits in horrid shapes flying 
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dawn amo7igst the sailors^ then rising and crossing 
in the air. And when the ship is sinking, the whole 
house is darkened^ and a shower of fire falls upon 
them. This is accompanied with lightning, and 
several claps of thunder, to the end of the storm. 

Enter Mustacho and Ventoso. 

Vent. What a sea comes in ! 
Must. A foaming sea ; we shall have foul wea- 
ther. 

« 

Enter Trincalo. 

Trine. The scud comes against the wind, 'twill 
blow hard. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph, Boatswain ! 
Trine. Here, master, what say you ? 
Steph. Ill weather ; let's off to sea. 
MiLst Let's have sea-room enough, and then let 
it blow the devil's head off. v 

Steph. Boy ! Boy ! 

Enter Cabin Boy. 

Boy. Yaw, yaw, here, master. 

Steph. Give the pilot a dram of the bottle. 

lExeunt Stephano and hoy. 

Enter Mariners, andpa^s over the stage. 
Trine. Bring the cable to the capstorm. . 

Enter Alonso, Antonio, and GtONzalo. 

Ahn. Good boatswain, have a care ; where's the 
master ? Play the men. 

Trine. Pray keep below. 

Anto. Where's the master, boatswain ? 

Trine. Do you not hear him ? You hinder us. 
Keep your cabins, you help the storm. 
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Gonz. Nay, good friend, be patient. 

Trine. Ay, when the sea is. Hence ! what care 
these roarers for the name of duke ? To cabin ; 
silence ; trouble us not. 

GonTL Good friend, remember whom thou hast 
aboard. 

Trine. None that I love more than myself. You 
are a counsellor ; if you can advise these elements to 
siteDce,use your wisdom ; if you cannot, make your- 
self ready in the cabin for the ill hour. — Cheerly, 
good hearts ! — Out of our ways, sirs. 

[^Exeunt Tiiincalo, and mariners. 

Gonst. I have great comfort from this fellow ; 
methinks his complexion is perfect gallows ; stand 
fast, good fate, to his hanging ; make the rope of 
his destiny our cable, for our own does little advan- 
tage us ; if he be not born to be hanged, we shall 
be drowned. [Exit. 

Enter Teincalo and Stephano. 

Trine. Up aloft, lads. Come, reef both topsails. 

Steph. Make haste, let's weigh, let's weigh, and 

off to sea. \^Exit Steph. 

Enter two Mariners ^ and pa^s over the stage. 
Trine. Hands down ! Man your main cap-storm. 

Enter Mustacho and Ventoso at the other door. 

Must. Up aloft ! and man yoiir seere cap-storm. 
Vent. My lads, my hearts of gold, get in your 
cap-storm-b^. Hoa. up, hoa up ! 

[^Exeunt Mustacho and Ventoso. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Hold on well ! hold on well ! Nip well 
there ; quarter-master, get's more nippers. 

\^Exit Steph. 
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Enter ttbo Mariners, and pass over again. 

Trine. Turn out, turn out all hands to cap-storm. 
You dogs, is this a time to sleep ? Lubbord. Heave 
together, lads. [Trincalo whistles. 

[Exeunt Mustacho and Ventoso. 

Must. [ Witiiin.'] Our vial's broke. 

Vent [ Within,'] 'Tis but our vial-block has given 
way. Come, heave, lads ! we are fixed again. Heave 
together, bullies. 

Enter Stephano. 

Steph. Cut down the hammocks ! cut down the 
hammocks ! come, my lads. Come, bullies^ dieer 
up ! heave lustily. The anchor's apeak. 

Trine. Is the anchor apeak ? 

Steph. Is a-weigh ! is a- weigh ! 

Trine. Up aloft, my lads, upon the fore^castle ; 
cut the anchor, cut him. 

AU within. Haul catt, haul catt, haul efttt, hauL 
Haul catt, haul. Below. 

Steph. Aft, aft, and loose the mizen ! 

Trine. Get the mizen-tack aboard. Haul aft 
mizen^ sheet. 

Enter Mustacho. 

MuLst. Loose the main-top sail 1 

Steph. Let him alone, there's too much wind. 

Tnnc. Loose fore-sail ! haul aft both sheets ! trim 
her right before the wind. Aft ! aft ! lads, and hale 
up the mizen here. 

Must. A mackrel-gale, master. 

Steph. [ Within.] Port iard, port ! the wind veers 
forward, bring the tack aboard-port is. Starboard, 
starboard, a little steady ; now steady, keep her 
thus, no nearer you cannot come, 'till tibe saus are 
loose. 
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Enter Ventoso. 

Vent. Some hands down. The guns are loose. 

\^Exit Must. 
Trine. Try the pump, try the pump. 

[Exit Vent. 

Enter Mustacho at the oilier door. 

Must. O master ! six foot water in hold. 

Steph. Clap the helm hard a- weather ! flat, flat, 
flat-in the fore-sheet there. 

Trine. Over-haul your fore-bowling. 

Stqah. Brace in the larboard. [Eocit. 

TmL A curse upon this howling ! [A great ery 
within.'] They are louder than the weather. 

Enter Antonio and Gonzalo. 

Yet again, what do you here ? Shall we give over, 
and drown ? Have you a mind to sink ? 

Cron%. A pox on your throat, you bawling, blas- 
phemous, uncharitable dog. 

T¥k^* Work you then, and be poxed. 

Anto. Hang, cur, hang, you whoreson insolent 
noise-maker ! We are less afinaid to be drowned than 
you are. 

THne. Ease the fore-brace a little. [Exit. 

Gonsi. I'll warrant him for drowning, though the 
ship w^re no stronger than a nut-shell, and as leaky 
Its ail uilstauBched wench. 

Enter Alonzo and Ferdinand. 

jFWirf. For myself I care not, but your loss brings 
a thousand deaths to me. 

Alon. O name not me, I am grown old, my son ; 
I now am tedious to the world, and that. 
By use, is so to me. But, Ferdinand, 
I grieve my subjects' loss in thee. Alas ! 

12 
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I suffer justly for my crimes, but why 

Thou should'st ^O heaven ! \^A cry within. 

Hark ! farewell, my son, a long &reweU ! 

Enter Trinc alo, Must acho, and Ventoso. 

Trine. What, must our mouths be cold then ? 

V^enf. All's lost. To prayers, to prayers. 

Gonx. The duke and prince are gone within to 
prayers. Let's assist them. 

Must. Nay, we may e*en pray too, our 
Case is now alike. 

Ant. Mercy upon us ! we split, we split ! 

Gonz. Let's all sink with the duke, and the young 
prince. \^Eweunt. 

Enter Stephano and Trincalo. 

Trinc. The ship is sinking. [^A new cry within. 

Steph. Run her ashore ! 

Trinc. Luflf ! luff ! or we are all lost ! there's a 
rock upon the starboard-bow. 

Steph. She strikes, she strikes ! All shift for them- 
selves. \JExeunt 

SCENE II. — In the midst of the shower ofjire^ the 
scene changes. Tlie cloudy sky^ rocks, and sea 
vanish ; and when the lights return, discover that 
beautiful part of the island, which was the habita- 
tion ^Prospero. 'Tis composed of three walks 
of cypresS'trees ; each side-walk leads to a cave, in 
one of which Frospero keeps his daughter, in the 
other HiPPOLiTO. 27ie middle-walk is of great 
depth, and leads to an open part (if the iskmd. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Pros}). Miranda, where's your sister ? 
Mir. I left her looking from the pointed rock» 
At the walk's end, on the huge beat of waters. 
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Prasp. It is a dreadful object. 

Mir.< If by your art. 
My dearest father, you have put them in 
TMs roar, allay them quickly. 

Prosp. I have so order'd, 
That not one creature in the ship is lost. 
I have done nothing but in care of thee. 
My daughter, and thy pretty sister. 
You bom are ignorant of what you are. 
Not knowing whence I am, nor that I*m more 
Than Prospero, master of a narrow cell. 
And thy unhappy father. 

Mir. I ne*er endeavour'd 
To know more than you were pleased to tell me. 

Prosp. I should inform thee farther. 

Mir. You often, sir, began to tell me what I am. 
But then you stopt. 
. Prosp. The hour's now come ; 
Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time, before we came into this cell ? 
I do not think thou canst, for then thou wert not 
Full three years old. 

Mir. Certainly I can, sir. 

Prosp. Tell me the image then of any thing. 
Which thou dost keep in thy remembrance still. 

Mir. Sir, had I not four or five women once, 
that tended me ? 

Prosp. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. What 
seest thou else. 
In the dark back- ward, and abyss of time ? 
If thou rememberest aught, ere thou cam'st here. 
Then how thou cam'st thou may'st remember too, 

Mir. Sir, that I do not. 

Prosp. Fifteen years since, Miranda, 
Thy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 

Mir. Sir, are not you my father ? 
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Prosp. Thy mother was all virtue^ and she said 
Thou wast my daughter, and thy sister too. 

Mir. O heavens ! what foul play had we^ tliat 
We hither came ? or was*t a blessing that we did? 

Prosp. Both, both, my girl. 

Mir. But, sir, I pray, proceed. 

Prosp. My brother, and thy unde, called An- 
tonio, 
To whom I trusted then the manage of my state^ 
While I was wrapp'd with secret studies, — ^that 

false uncle. 
Having attain'd the craft of granting suits. 
And of denying them ; whom to advance. 
Or lop, for over-topping, — soon was grown 
The ivy, which did hide my princely trhnk. 
And suck'd my verdure out. Thou attend'st not. 

Mir. O good sir, I do. 

Prosp. I thus neglecting worldly ends, and bent 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind. 
Waked in my false brother an evil nature. He did 

believe 
He was indeed the duke, because he then 
Did execute the outward face of sovereignty— 
Do'st thou still mark me ? 

Mir. Your story would cure deafness. 

Prosp. This false duke 
Needs would be absolute in Milan, and confederate 
With Savoy's duke, to give him tribute, and 
To do him homage. 

Mir. False man ! 

Prosp. This duke of Savoy, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, strait grants my brother's suit ; 
And on a night, mated to his design, 
Antonio oped the gates of Milan, and 
In the dead of darkness hurried me thence^ 
With thy young sister, and th ^ crying selfl 
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Mir. But wherefore did they not that hour de- 
stroy us ? 

Prasp. They durst not, girl, in INIilan, for the 
love 
My people bore me ; in short, they huitietd us 
Away to Savoy, and thence aboard a bark at Nissa's 

. port. 
Bore us some leagues to sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigg'd. 
No tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it. 

Mir. Alack ! what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 

Prosp. Thou and thy sister were 
Two cherubims which did preserve me : You both 
Did smile, infused with fortitude from heaven. 

Mir. .How came we ashore ? 

Prom. By providence divine. 
Some mod we had, and some fresh water, which 
A nobleman of Savoy, call'd Gonzalo, 
Appointed xdaster of that black design. 
Gave us ; with rich garments, and all necessaries. 
Which since have steaded much : And of his gen- 
tleness 
(Ejiowing I loved my books) he fumish'd me. 
From mine own library, with volumes, which 
I prize above my dukedom. 

Mir. Would I might see that man ! 

Prasp. Here in this island we arrived, and here 
Have I your tutor beeti* But by my skill 
I find, that my mid-heaven doth depend 
On a most happy star, whose influence 
If I now court not, but omit, my fortunes 
Will ever after droop. Here cease more questions ; 
Thou art inclined to sleep : 'Tis a good dulness. 
And give it way ; I know thou can'st not chuse. — 

[^ShefaJls asleep. 

VOL. III. H 
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Come away, my spirit : I am ready now ; approach, 
My Ariel, come, 

JEnter Akiel. 

Ariel. All hail, great master, grave 
Sir, hail ! I come to answer thy oest pleasure. 
Be it to fly, to swim, to shoot into the fire, 
To ride into the curled clouds ; to thy strong bid- 
ding 
Task Ariel, and all his qualities. 

Prosp. Hast thou, spirit, perform'd to point 
The tempest, that I bade thee ? 

Ariel. To every article. 
I boarded the duke's ship ; now on the beak, 
Kow in the waste, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flamed amazement ; and sometimes I seem'd 
To bum in many places ; on the top^nast, . 
The yards and bow-sprit, I did flame distinctly ; 
Nay, once I rain'd a shower of fire upon them. 

Prosp. My brave spirit !— 
Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Did not infect his reason ? 

Ariel. Not a soul, 
But felt a fever of the mind, and play'd 
Some tricks of desperation ; all. 
But mariners, plunged in the foaming brine. 
And quit the vessel. The duke's son, Ferdinand, 
With nair upstaring, (more like reeds than, hair) 
Was the first man tnat leaped ; cried, SeU $9 empti/ ! 
And all the devils are here ! 

Prosp. Why, that's my spirit !— . 
But, was not this nigh shore ? 

Ariel. Close by, my master. 

Prosp. But, Ariel, are they safe ? 

Ariel. Not a hair perish'd. 
In troops I have dispersed them round this isle : 
The duke's son I have landed by himself. 
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IVhom I have left warming the air with sighs^ 
[n an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 
Bis arms enfolded in this sad knot. 

Prosp. Say how thou hast disposed the mariners 
Of the duk^s ship, and all the rest o*the fleet ? 

Ariel. Safely in harbour 
[s the duke's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
rhou called'st me up, at midnight, to fet^h dew 
From the still vex'd Bermoothes, there she's hid ; 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 
Whom, with a charm, join'd to their suffered la- 
bour, 
I have left asleep : And for the rest -o'the fleet, 
Whidi I dispersed, they all have met again. 
And are upon the Mediterranean float. 
Bound sadly home for Italy ; 
Supposing that they saw the duke's ship wreck'd. 
And his great person perish. 

Prosp. Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is performed : But there's more work ;— ^ 
What is the time o'the day ? 

Arid. Past the mid season. 

Prosp. At least two glasses. 
The time 'tween six and now must by us both 
Be spent most preciously. 

Ariel. Is there more toil ? 
Since thou dost give me pains, let me remember 
Thee what thou nast promised, which is not yet 
Perform'd me. 

Pro^. How now, moody ! 
What is't thou canst demand ? 

Ariel. My liberty. 

Prosp. Before the time be out ? — ^no more ! 

ArieL I pr^ythee. 
Remember I have done thee faithful service ; 
Told thee no lies ; made thee no mistakings ; 
Served without or grudge, or grumblings ; 
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Thou didst promise to bate me a full year: 

Prosp. Dost thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? 
Ariel. No. 

Prosp. Thou dost ; and think'st it much to tread 
the ooze 
Of the salt deep ; 

To run against the sharp wind of the north ; 
To do my business in the veins of the earth. 
When it is baked with frost. 
Ariel. I do not, sir. 

Prosp. Thou liest, malignant thing ! — Hast thou 
forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy, 
Was grown into a hoop? Hast thou forgot her? 
Ariel. No, sir. 
Prosp. Thou hast ! Where was she bom ? Speak, 

tell me. 
Ariel. Sir, in Argier. 
Prosp. Oh, was she so ! — I must. 
Once every month, recount what thou hast been, 
Which thou forgett'st This damn'd witch Syco- 
rax, 
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries 
Too terrible to enter human hearing. 
From Argier, thou know'st, was banished': 
But, for one thing she did. 
They would not take her life. — Is not this true ? 
Ariel. Ay, sir. . 

Prosp. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought, 
with child. 
And here was left by the sailors : Thou, my slave, 
As thou report*st thyself, wast then her servant ; 
And, cause thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands. 
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee. 
By help of her more potent ministers^) 
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[In her unmitigable rage) into a cloven pine ; 
Within whose rift imprison'd, thou didst painfully 
Elemain a dozen years, within which space she died. 
And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy 

groans, 
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this isle 
(Save for two brats, which she did litter here. 
The brutish Caliban, and his twin-sister, 
Two freckled hag-bom whelps) not honoured with 
A human shape. 

Ariel. Yes ; Caliban her son, and Sycorax his 
sister. 

jRrtwp. Dull thing ! I say so. — He, 
That Caliban, and she, that Sycorax, 
Whom I now keep in service. Thou best know'st 
What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans 
I>id make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damned, which Sycorax 
Could ne'er again undo : It was my art. 
When I arrived and heard thee, that made the pine 
To gape, and let thee out. 

Ariel. I thank thee, master. 

Pt09p. If thou more murmurest, I will rend an 
oak. 
And neg thee in his knotty entrails, till thou 
Hast howl'd away twelve winters more. 

Ariel. Pardon, master ; 
I will be correspondent to command. 
And be a gentle spirit. 

Prosp. Do so ; and after two days I'll discharge 
thee. 

Ariel. Thanks, my great master. But I have yet 
one request. 

Proep. What's that, my spirit ? 

Ariel. I know that this day's business is import- 
ant. 
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Requiring too much toil for one skoie^ 

I have a gentle spuit for my love. 

Who twice seven years has waited for my fiteedom : 

Let it appear, it will assist me much. 

And we with mutual joy shall entertain 

Each other. This, I beseech you, grant me. 

Prosp. You shaJl have your desire* 

Ariel. That's my noble master. — ^Milcfaa ! 

[Milch A ^€« down to his assistance. 

Mile. 1 am here, my love. 

Ariel. Thou art free ! Welcome, my dear !— 
What shall we do ? Say, say, what shall we do ? 

Prosp. Be subiect to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Hence, with diligence ; 
Anon thou shalt know more. 

[They hothfiy up, and cross in the air. 
Thou hast slept well, my child. f To Mm. 

Mir. The sadness of your story put Jheaviness 
on me. 

Prosp. Shake it off.-— Come on. Til now call Ca- 
liban, my slave, who never yields us a kind answo*. 

Mir. 'Tis a creature, sir, I do not love to look on. 

Prosp. But, as it is, we cannot miss him : He does 
make our fire, fetch in our wood, and serve in of- 
fices that profit us. — ^What ho, slave ! Caliban ! thou 
earth, thou, speak ! 

Calib. [Within.'] There's wood enough within. 

Prosp. Thou poisonous slave ! got fy the devil 
nimself 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 

JEnter Caliban. 

Cidib. As wicked dew, as e'er my mother brushed 
with raven's feather from unwholesome fens, drop 
on you both ! A south-west wind blow on you, and 
blister you all o'er ! 
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Proap. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 
cramps, side-stitches, that shall pen thy breath up* 
Urduns shall prick thee till thou bleed'st. Thou 
shalt be pinched as thick as honey-combsi each 
pinch more stinging than the bees which made 
them. 

CaUb. X must eat my dinner. This island's mine, 
by SyooFa:^ my mother, which thou took'st from 
me. When thou earnest first, thou stroak'dst me, 
and madest much of me ; would'st give me water 
with berries in't, and teach me how to name the 
bigger light, and how the less, that bum by day 
and night ; and then I loved thee, and shewed thee 
all the qualities of the isle, the fresh springs, brine- 

Fits, buren places, and fertile. Cursed be I, that 
did so ! All the charms of Sycorax, toads, beetles, 
bats, light on thee ! for I am all the subjects that 
thou hast. I first was mine own lord ; and here 
thou stayest me in this hard rock, while thou dost 
keep fix>m me the rest o'the island. 

Jrrosp. Thou most lying slave, whom stripes may 
move, not kindness ! I have used thee, filth as thou 
art ! with human care ; and lodged thee in mine 
own cell, till thou didst seek to violate the honour 
of my ddldren. 

Calib. Oh, ho ! oh, ho ! would it had been done ! 
Thou didst prevent me, I had peopled else this isle 
with Calibans. 

JProm. Abhorred slave ! who ne'er wouldst any 
print of goodness take, being capable of all ill ! I 
pitied thee, took pains to make thee speak^ taught 
thee each hour one thing or other. When thou didst 
not, savage ! know thy own meaning, but would'st 
gabUe ^e a thing most brutish, Lendowed thy 
purposes with words, which made them known. 
But thy wild race (though thou didst learn) had 
that in't, which good natures could not abide to be 
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with ; therefore wast thou deservedly pent up into 
this rock. 

Calib. You taught me language ; and my profit 
by it is, that I know to curse. The red botch rid 
you for learning me your language ! 

Prosp. Hag-seed, hence ! 
Fetch us in fuel, and be quick 
To answer other business. — Shrug'st thpu, malice ! 
If thou neglectest, or dost unwillingly ; 
What I command. Til rack thee with old cramps; 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar. 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din; 

CaUb. No, pr'ythee ! — 
I must obey. His art is of such power. 
It would controul my dam's god, Setebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 

Prosp. So, slave, hence ! . 

[^Exeunt Pkosf. and Calib. severally. 

Enter Dorinda. 

Dor. Oh, sister ! what have I beheld ! 

Mir. What is it moves you so ? 

Dor. From yonder rock. 
As I my eyes cast down upon the seas, '. 
The whistling winds blew rudely on my face. 
And the waves roar'd ; at first, I thought the war 
Had been between themselves, but straig)it I spied 
A huge great creature. 

Mir. O, you mean the ship ? 

Dor. Is't not a creature, then ?. — It seem'd alive. 

Mir. But what of it ? 

Dor. This floating ram did bear his horns above. 
All tied with ribbands, ruflfting in the wind : 
Sometimes he nodded down his head a-while. 
And then the waves did heave him to the moon. 
He clambering to the top of all the billows ; 
And then again he curtsied down so low 
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I could not see him. Till at last, all side-long. 
With a great crack, his belly burst in pieces. 

Mir. There all had perish'd. 
Had not my father's magic art relieved them. — 
But, sister, I have stranger news to tell you. 
In this great creature there were other creatures ; 
And shortly we may chance to see that thing. 
Which you have heard my father call a man. 

Dor. But, what is that ? For yet he never told 
me. 

Mir. I know no more than you. But I have 
heard 
My father say, we women were made for him. 

Dor. What, that he should eat us, sister ? 

Mir. No sure ; you see my father is a man, and 
yet 
He does us good. I would he were not old ! 

Dor. Methinks, indeed, it would be finer, if 
We two had two young fathers. 

Mir. No, sister, no. If they were young, my 
father 
Said, we must call them brothers. 

Dor. But, pray, how does it come, that we two 
are 
Not brothers then, and have not beards like him ? 

Mir. Now I confess you pose me. 

Dor. How did he come to be our father too ? 

Mir. I think he found us when we both were 
little. 
And grew within the ground. 

Dor. Why could he not find more of us ? Pray, 
sister, 
Let you and I look up and down one day, 
To find some little ones for us to play with. 

Mir. Agreed ; but now we must go in. This is 
The hour wherein my father's charm will work. 
Which seizes all who are in open air. 
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ThQ effect of this great art I long to see. 
Which will perforin as much as magic can. 
Dor. And I, methinks, more long to see a man. 

[EaewU. 
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The scene changes to the wilder part tf ^ IsUmd. 
It is composed qf divers sorts of trees and barren 
places, with a prospect of the sea at a great dis' 
tance. 

Enter Stephano, Mustacho, and Ventoso. 

Vent. The runlet of brandy was a loving runlet, 
and floated after us out of pure pity. 

Must. This kind bottle, like an old acquaintance, 
swam after it And this scollop-shell is all our plate 
now. 

Vent. 'Tis well we have found something since 
we landed. 
I pr'ythee fill a sup, and let it go round.— 
Where hast thou laid the runlet ? 

Must. In the hollow of an old tree. 

Vent. Fill apace ; we cannot live long in this bar- 
ren island, and we may take a sup before death, as 
well as others drink at our funerals. 

Must This is prize brandy ; we steal custom, 
and it costs nothing. Let's have two rounds more. 

Vent Master, what have you saved ? 

Steph. Just nothing but myself. 

Vent^ This works comfortably on a cold stomach. 

Steph. Fill us another round. 

Vent. Look ! Mustacho weeps. Hang losses, as 
long as we have brandy left ! — Pr'y thee leave weep- 
ing. 
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Ste]^. He sheds his brandy out of his eyes. He 
shall oriBk no more. 

Must This will be a doleful day with old Bess. 
She gave me a gilt nutmeg at parting ; that's lost 
too. But, as you say, hang losses ! Pr'ythee fill 
again. 

Vent. Beshrew thy heart, for putting me in mind 
of thy wife ; I had not thought of mine else. Na- 
ture will shew itself, I must melt. I pr'ythee fill 
again* My wife's a good old jade, and has but one 
eye left ; but she will weep out that too, when she 
hears that I am dead. / 

Steph. * Would you were both hanged, for putting 
me in thought of mine ! 

Vent. But come, master, sorrow is dry. There's 
* for you again. 

Steph. A mariner had e'en as good be a fish as a 
man, but for the comfort we get ashore. O ! for 
an old dry wench, now I am wet. 

Must. Poor heart, that would soon make you dry 
again. But all is barren in this isle. Here we may 
lie at hull, till the wind blow nor* and by south, ere 
we can cry, a sail ! a sail ! a sight of a white apron. 
And, therefore, here's another sup to comfort us. 

Vent. This isle's our own, that's our comfort ; 
for the duke, the prince, and all their train, are 
perished. 

' Must Our ship is sunk, and we can never get 
home again. We must e'en turn savages, and the 
next that catches his fellow may eat him. 

Vent. No, no, let us have a government ; for if 
W€ Uve well and orderly, heaven will drive ship- 
wrecks ashore to make us all rich. Therefore let us 
carry good consciences, and not eat one another. 

iStenh. Whoever eats any of my subjects, I'll break 
out his teeth with my sceptre ; for I was master at 
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sea, and will be duke on land. You, Mustacho, 
have been my mate, and shall be my viceroy. 

Vent. When you are duke, you may chuse your 
viceroy ; but I am a free subject in a new planta- 
tion, and will have no duke without my voice. And 
so fill me the other sup. 

Steph. [Whispering^] Ventoso, dost thou hear, I 
will £^dvance thee ; pr'ythee, give me thy voice. 

Vent I'll have no whisperings to corrupt the elec- 
tion ; and, to shew that I have no private ends, I 
declare aloud, that 1 will be viceroy, or Til keep my 
voice for myself. 

Must. Stephano, hear me ! I will speak for the 
people, because there are few, or rather none, in the 
isle, to speak for themselves. Know, then, that to 
prevent the farther shedding of Christian blood, we 
are all content Ventoso shaJl be viceroy, upon con- 
dition I may be viceroy over him. Speak, good 
people, are you well agreed ? what, no man answer? 
Well, you may take their silence for consent. 

Vent. You speak for the people, Mustacho ! Til 
speak for them, and declare generally with one voice, 
one and all, that there shall be no viceroy but the 
duke, unless 1 be he. 

Must. You declare for the people, who never saw 
your face ? Cold iron shall decide it ! \3oth draw. 

Steph. Hold, loving subjects ! We will have no 
civil war during our reign. I do hereby appoint 
you both to be my viceroys over the whole island. 

Both. Agreed, agreed ! 

Enter Tbincalo, with a great hotde^ haJfdawnk. 

Vent. How ! Trincalo, our brave boatswain ! 
Must. He reels. Can he be drunk with sea- water? 
Trin. [Sings.] / shall no more to seUy to sea. 

Here I shall die ashore. 



SC£N£ I. THE TEMPEST. 125 

This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's fune- 
ral ; but here's my comfort. [^Drinks. 

Sings. 

2%e master 9 the swabber y the gunnery and /, 

The surgeoUy and his matCy 
Laved MaUy Meg^ and Marian^ and Margery y 

JSut none of us cared for Kate. 
For she had a tongue with a twangy 
Wimld cry to a saitor. Go hang ! — 
She laoed not the savour of tar y nor of pitchy 
Yet a tailor might scratch her wherever she did itch. 

This is a scurvy tune too ; but here's my comfort 
again. [Drinks. 

Steph. We have got another subject novir. Wel- 
come, welcome, into our dominions ! . 

Trine. What subject, or what dominions? Here's 
old sack, boys ; the king of good fellows can be no 
subject. I will be old Simon the king. 

Must. Ha, old boy ! how didst thou 'scape ? 

2Vinc. Upon a butt of sack, boys, which the sailors 
threw overboard. — But are you alive, hoa! for I will 
tipple with no ghosts, till I'm dead. Thy hand, 
Mustacho, and thine, Ventoso ; the storn^ has done 
its worst. — Stephano alive too ! give thy boatswain 
thy hand, master. 

Fent. You must kiss it then ; for I must tell you, 
we have chosen him duke, in a full assembly. 

Trine. A duke ! where ? What* s he duke of ? 

Must. Of this island, man. Oh, Trincalo, we are 
. all made. The island's empty ; all's our own, boy ; 
and we will speak to his grace for thee, that thou 
mayest be as great as we are. 

Trine. You great ! what the devil are you ? 

Vent. We two are viceroys over all the island ; 
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and, when we are weary of governing, thou shalt 
aucceed us. 

I'rinc. Do you hear, Ventoso ? I will succeed 
you in both places, before you enter into them. 

Steph. Trincalo, sleep, and be sober ; and make 
no more uproars in my country. 

Trine. Why, what are you, sir ; what are you ? 

Steph. What I am, I am by free eleetion ; and 
you,Trincalo, are not yourself; but we pardon your 
first fault, because it is the first day of our reiffn. 

7\inc. Umph, were matters carried so swimmmg- 
ly against me, whilst I was swimming, and saving 
myself for the good of the people of this island ! 

Must Art thou mad, Trincalo ? Wilt thou dis- 
turb a i^ettled government, where thou art a mare 
stranger to the laws of the country ? 

Trine. 1*11 have no laws. 

Vent. Then civil war begins. 

[Vent. a^MusT. draw. 

Steph. Hold, hold ! I'll have no bloodshed ; my 
subjects are but few. Let him make a rebellion by 
himself; and a rebel, I, Duke Stephano, declare 
him.— Viceroys, come away. 

Trine. And Duke Trincalo declares, that be will 
make open war wherever he meets thee, or thy 
viceroys. [^Exeunt Steph, Must, and Vent. 

Enter Caliban, with wood upon his back. 

Trine. Ha ! who have we here ? 

Calih. All the infections, that the sun sucks up 
from fogs, fens, flats, on Prospero fall, and make 
him by inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me, 
and yet I needs must curse ; but they'll not pindi, 
fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i'the mire, 
nor lead me in the dark out of my way, unless he 
bid them. But for every trifle he sets them on me. 
Sometimes, like baboons, they mow and chatter at 
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me^ and often bite me ; like hedge-hogs, then, they 
mount their prickles at me, tumbling before me in 
my barefoot way. Sometimes I am all wound about 
with adders, who, with their doren tongues, hiss 
me to madness. — Ha \ yonder stands one of his spi- 
rits, sent to torment me. 

Trine. What have we here, a man, or a fish? This 
is some monster of the isle. Were I in England, 
as once I was, and had him painted, not a holiday* 
fool there but would give me sixpence for the sight 
of him. Well, if I could make him tame, he were 
a present for an emperor. — Come hither, pretty 
monster ; I'll do thee no harm. Come hither ! 

CaUb. Torment me not ; I'll bring the wood home 
&ster. 

Trine. He talks none of the wisest ; but I'll give 
him adram o'the bottle, that will clear his under- 
standing. — Come on your ways, master monster, 
open your mouth. How now, you perverse moon- 
calf 1 What, I think you cannot tell who is your 
fiiend ?— rOpen your chops, I say. 

l^Pours tvine down his throat. 

CaUb. This is a brave god, and bears celestial 
liquor. I'll kneel to him. 

IVine. He is a very hopeful monster.— Monster, 
what say'st thou, art thou content to turn civil and 
sober, as I am ? for then thou shalt be my subject. 

CaUb. I'll swear upon that bottle to be true ; for 
the liquor is not earthly. Did'st thou not drop from 
heaven ? 

Trine. Only out of the moon ; I was the man in 
her, when time was. — ^By this light, a very shallow 
monster. 

CaUb. I'll shew thee every fertile inch in the isle, 
and kiss thy foot. I pr'y thee be my god, and let me 
dirink. {^Drinks again. 

Trine. Well drawn, monster, in good faith ! 
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CaUb. Ill shew tbee the best springs ; I'll pluck 
thee berries ; I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood 
enough. — A curse upon the tyrant whom I serve! 
I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 

Trine. The poor monster is loving in his drink. 

Calib. I pr'ythee let me bring thee where crabs 
grow ; and 1, with my long nails, will dig thee, pig- 
nuts, shew thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 
to snare the marmozet. I'll bring thee to clustered 
filberts. Wilt thou go with me ? 

Trine. This monster comes of a good-natured 
race. — Is there no more of thy kin in this island ? 

Calib. Divine, here is but one besides myself; my 
lovely sister, beautiful and bright as the full moon ! 

Trine. Where is she ? 

Calib. I left her clambering up a hollow oak, and 
plucking thence the drooping honey-combs. — Say, 
my king, shall I call her to thee ? 

Trine. She shall swear upon the bottle too. If 
she proves handsome, she is mine. — Here» monster, 
drink again for thy good news ; thou shalt speak a 
good word for me. [^Gives him the bottle. 

Calib. Farewell, old master, farewell, farewell ! 

Sings. 

iVb more dams TU make for Jish ; 
Nor fetch infringe at requiring ; 
Nor serape trencher^ nor wash dish : 

Ban^ ban^ Ca-ealiban, 

Has a new master, get a new man. 

Hey-day ! freedom, freedom ! 

Trine. Here's two subjects got already, the mon- 
ster, and his sister. Well, Duke Stephano, I«ay^ and 
say again, wars will ensue, and so I drinks. [ JJnfwfo.] 
From this worshipful monster, and mistress monster, 
his sister. 111 lay claim to this island by alliance. — 
Monster, I say, thy sister shall be my spouse ; come 
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away» brother monster ; Til lead thee to my butt, 
and drink her health. lExeunt 

' SCENE IL-^Cypress trees mid a Cave. 

Enter Prospero al(me. 

J^rodp. Tis not yet fit to let my daughters know, 
I keep the infant Duke of Mantua 
So near them in this isle ; 

Who9e father, dying, bequeathed him to my care ; 
Tin my false brother (when he designed to usurp 
My dukedom from me) exposed him to that fate. 
He meant for me. 
By calculation of his birth, I saw 
Death threat'ning him, if, till some time were past, 
He should behold the face of any woman. 
And now tiie danger's nigh. — HippdUito ! 

Enter Hippolito. 

Hip. Sir, I attend your pleasure* 

Pnap. How I have loved thee, from thy infancy, 
Heaven knows, and thou thyself canst bear me wit- 
ness ; 
Therefore accuse not me of thy restraint. 

Hip. Since I knew life, you've kept me in a rock ; 
And you, this day, have hurried me from thence. 
Only to change my prison, not to free me. 
I murmur not, but I may wonder at it. 

JPSrojp. O, gentle youth ! fate waits for thee 
abroad ; 
A black star threatens thee ; and death, unseen, 
Stdiids ready to devour thee. 

Hip. You taught me 
Kot to fear him in any of his shapes. 
Ljet me meet death rather than be a prisoner. 

Prosp. Tis pity he should seize thy tender youth. 

VOL. III. I 
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Hip. Sir, I have often heard you say, no crea- 
ture 
Lived in this isle, but those which man was lord of. 
Why^ then, should I fear ? 

Prosp. But here are creatures which I named not 
to thee. 
Who share man's sovereignty by nature's laws, 
And oft depose him from it. 

Hip. What are those creatures, sir ? 

Prosp. Those dangerous enemies of men, called 
women. 

Hip. Women ! I never heard of them before.— 
What are women like ? 

Prosp. Imagine something between young men 
and angels ; 
Fatally beauteous, and have killing eyes ; 
Their voices charm beyond the nightingale's ; 
They are all enchantment. Those,, who once behold 

them. 
Are made their slaves for ever. 

Hip. Then I will wink, and fight with them. 

Prosp. 'Tis but in vain ; 
They'll haunt you in your very sleep. 

Hip. Then I'll revenge it on them when I wake. 

Prosp. You are without all possibility of revenge; 
They are so beautiful, that you can ne'er attempt, 
Nor wish, to hurt them. 

Hip. Are they so beaufiful ? 

Prosp. Calm sleep is not so soft ; nor ; winter suns, 
Nor summer shades, so pleasant. 
^\Hip. Gan they be fairer than the plumes of swans? 
Or more delightful than the peacock's feathers ? 
Or than the gloss upon the necks of doves ? 
Or have more various beauty than the radnbow?— . 
These I have seen, and, without danger^ wonder'd 
at. 
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Prosp. All these are far below^them. Nature 
made 
Nothing but woman dangerous and fair. 
Therefore if you should chance to see them. 
Avoid them straight, I charge you. ' 

Sip. Well, since you say they are so dangerous, 
I'll so far shun them, as I may with safety- 
Of the unblemish'd honour, which you taught me. 
But let them not provoke me, for I'm sure 
I shall not then forbear them. 

Prosp. Go in, and read the book I gave you last. 
To-morrow I may bring yoii better news. 

Sip. I shall obey you, sir. ^Exit Hip. 

Prosp. So, so; I hope this lesson has secured 
him, 
For I have been constrain'd to change his lodging 
From yonder rock, where first I bred him up. 
And here have brought him home to my own cell, 
Becai^se the shipwreck happened near his mansion, 
I hope be will not stir beyond his limits, ' 
For hitherto he hath been all obedience. 
The planets seem* to smile on my designs. 
And yet there is one sullen cloud behind. 
I would it were dispersed ! 

Enter Miranda and Dorinda. 

How, my daughters ! 

I thought I had instructed them enough. — 

Children ! retire ; why do you walk this way ? 

Mir. It is within our bounds, sir. 

Prosp. But both take heed, that path is very 
dangerous ; remember what I told you. 

I)or. Is the man that way, sir ? 

Prosp. All that you can imagine ill is there. 
The curled lion, and the rugged bear. 
Are not so dreadful as that man. 

Mir. Oh me, why stay we here then ? 
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Dor. rU keep far enough from his deo, I warrant 
him. 

Mir. But you have told me, sir, you are a man ; 
And yet you are not dreadful. 

Prosp. Ay, child ; but I 
Am a tame man ; old men are tame by nature. 
But all the danger lies in a wild young man. 

Dor. Do they run wild about the woods ? 

Prosp. No, they are wild within doors, in cham- 
bers, and in closets. 

Dor. But, &ther, I would stroak them, and make 
them gentle ; then sure they would not hurt me. 

Prosp. You must not trust them, child. No wo- 
man can come near them, but she feels a pain, full 
nine months. Well, I must in ; for new afiairs re- 
quire my presence. — ^Be you, Miranda, your sister's 
guardian. \^Exit Pbosp. 

Dor. Come, sister, shall we walk the other way ? 
The man will catch us else. We have but two legs, 
And he, perhaps, has four. 

Mir. Well, sister, though he have ; yet look about 
you. 

Dor. Come back ! that way is towards his den« 

Mir. Let me alone ; I'll venture first, for sure 
he can 
Devour but one of us at once. 

Dor. How dare you venture ? 

Mir. We'll find him sitting like a hare in's form, 
And he shall not see us. 

Dor. Ay, but you know my father charged us 
both. 

Mir. But who shall tell him on't ? we'll keep 
each other's counsel. 

Dor. I dare not, for the worlds 

Mir. But how shall we hereafter shun him, if we 
do not know him first ? 

Dor. Nay, I confess I would fain see him too. 
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I find it in my nature, because my father has for- 
bidden me. 

Mir. Ay, there's it, sister ; if he had said nothing, 
I had been quiet. Go softly, and if you see him 
first, be quick, and beckon me away. 

Dor. Well, if he does catch me, I'll humble my- 
self to him, and ask him pardon, as I do my father, 
when I have done a fault. 

Mir. And if I can' but escape with life, I had 
rather be in pain nine months, as my father threat- 
ened, than lose my longing, [^ExeunL 

SCENE III. 

jEnter Hippolito. 

Sip. Prospero has often said, that nature makes 
Nothmg in vain. Why then are women made ? 
Ave they to suck the poison of the earth. 
As gaudy colour'd serpents are ? I'll ask 
That question, when next I see him here. 

Mnter Miranda and Doeinda, peeping. 

Dor. O sister, there it is ! it walks about 
Like on^ of us. 

Mir. Ay, just so, and has legs as we have too. 

Hip. It strangely puzzles me. Yet 'tis most 
likely. 
Women are somewhat between men and spirits. 

Dor. Hark ! it talks ; — sure this is not it my 
father meant. 
For this is just like one of us. Methinks, 
I am not half so much afraid on't as 
I was ; see, now it turns this way. 

Mir. Heaven ! what a goodly thing it is ! 

Dor. ril go nearer it. 

Mir. O no, 'tis dangerous, sister ! I'U go to it. 
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I would not for the world that you should venture. 
My father charged me to secure you from it. 

Dor. I warrant you this is a tame man ; dear 
sister. 
He'll not hurt nie, I see it by his looks. 

3Hr. Indeed he will ! but go back, and he shall 
eat me first. Fie, are you not ashamed to be so 
inquisitive ? 

Dor. You chide me for it, and would give him 
yourself 

Mir. Come back, or I will tell my father. 
Observe how he begins to stare already ! 
I'll meet the danger first, and then call you. 

Dor. Nay, sister, you shall never vanquish me 
in kindness. I'll venture you no more than you 
will me. 

Prosp. [ Within.'] Miranda, child, where are you ? 

Mir. Do you not hear my father call ? Go in. 

Dor. 'Twas you he named, not me ; I will but 
say my prayers, and follow you immediately. 

Mir. Well, sister, you'll repent it. \_Exit Mir. 

Zhr. Though I die for it, I must have the other 
peep. 

Hip. What thing is that ? {^Seeing her.] Sure 'tis 
some infant of 
The sun, dress'd in his father's gayest beams^ 
And comes to play with birds. My sight is dazzled, 
And yet I fijid I'm loth to shut my eyes. 
I must go nearer it :— but stay a while ; 
May it not be that beauteous murderer, woman, 
Which I was charged to shun ? Speak, whkt art 

thou. 
Thou shining vision ! 

Dof\ Alas, I know not ; but I'm told I am 
A woman ; do not hurt me, pray, fair thing. 

Hil^. I'd sooner tear my eyes out, than consent 
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To do you any harm ; though I was told, 
A woman was my enemy. 

Dor. I never knew 
"What 'twas to be an enemy, nor can I e'er 
Prove so to that, which looks like you. For though 
I've been charged by him (whom yet I ne'er diso- 
beyed,) 
To shun your presence, yet I'd rather die 
Than lose it ; therefore I hope you will not have 

the heart 
To hurt me. Though I fear you are a man. 
The dangerous thing of which I have been warn'd. 
Pray, tell me what you are ? 

Hip. I must confess, I was inform'd I am a man ; 
But if I fiight you, I shall wish I were some other 

creature. 
I was bid to fear you too. 

• Dor. Ah me ! Heaven grant we be not poison to 
!Each other ! Alas, can we not meet^ but we must 

die ? 
Hip. I hope not so ! for, when two poisonous 

creatures. 
Both of the same kind, meet, yet neither dies. 
I've seen two serpents harmless to each other. 
Though they have twined into a mutual knot : 
If we nave any venom in us, sure, we cannot be 
More poisonous, when we meet, than serpents are. 
You have a hand like mine^ — may I not gently touch 

it ? [ Takes her hand. 

Dor. I've touched my father's and my sister's. 

hands. 
And felt no pain ; but now, alas ! there's something. 
When I touch yours, which makes me sigh. Just so 
I've seen two turtles mourning when they mqt. 
Yet mine's £i pleasing grief; and so, methought. 
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Was theirs : For still they moum'd^ and still they 

seem'd 
To murmur too, and yet they often met. 
Hip. Oh heavens ! I have the same sense too ; 
your hand, 
Methinks^ goes through me ; I feel it $X my hsvi, 
And find it pleases, though it pains me. 
Prosp. [ Within.'] Pwinda ! 
Dor. My father calls agam ; alp, I mmt telYe 

you. 

Sip. Alas, I'm subject to the same comm^d. 

Dor. This is my first ofience against my fiither, 
Which he, by severing us, too cruelly does punisb. 

Sip. And this is my first trespass too. But he 
Hath more offended truth, than we have him : 
He said our meeting would destructive be. 
But I no death, but in our parting, see. 

[JExeunt sev^rall/n. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Wild Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Antonio, and GoN5:alo. 

Gont^ 'Beseech your grace, be merry : You have 
cause, 
So have we aU, of joy, for our strange escape i 
Then wisely, good sir, weigh our sorrow witli 
Our comfort. 

Alon. Pr^y thee peace ; you cram these words 
Into my ears, agsdnst my stomach ; how 
Can I rejoice, when my dear son, perhaps 
This very moment, is made a meal to some strange 
fish? 

Anio. Sir, he may live ; 
I saw him beat the billows under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; I do not dqubt 
He came alive to land. 
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Aim. No, no, he*s gone ; 
And you and I, Antonio, were those 
Who caused his deatiii. 

Anto. How could we help it ? 

ATxrn. Then, then we should have help'd it, 
Wh«i thou betray'dst thy brother Prospero, 
And Mantua's infant sovereign, to my power : 
And when I, too ambitious, took by force 
Anol^r's right : Then lost we Feniinand ; 
Then, forfeited our navy to this tempest. 

Ai^. Indeed we first broke truce with Heaven ; 
Yba to the waves an infant prince exposed. 
And on the waves have lost an only son. 
I did usurp my brother's fertile lands. 
And now am cast upon this desert isle. 

Gim%. These, sirs, 'tis true, were crimes of a 
black dye ; 
But both of you have made amends to Heaven, 
By your late voyage into Portugal ; 
Where, in defence of Christianity, 
Your valour has repulsed the Moors of Spain. 

AJm* O name it not, Gonzalo ; 
No act but penitence can expiate guilt ! 
Must we te»ch Heaven what price to set on mur- 
der? 
What rate on lawless power and wild ambition ? 
Or dare we traffic with the powers above. 
And sell by weight a good deed for a bad ? 

[A flourish of music. 

CrMas. Music ! and in the air ! sure we are ship- 
wrecked 
On the dominions of some merry devil ! 

Anto. This isle's enchanted ground ; for I have 
heard 
Swift voices flying by my ear, and groans 
Of lamenting ghosts. 

Aim. I pull'd a tree, and blood pursued my hand. 
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Heaven deliver me from this dire place. 
And all the after-actions of my life 
Shall mark my penitence and my bounty. 

[Mime again louder. 
Hark, the sounds approach us ! 

[The stage opens in several places, 
Anto. Lo ! the earth opens to devoiu: us quick. 
These dreadful horrors, and the guilty sense 
Of my foul treason, have unmanned me quite. 

Alon. We on the brink of swiftdestruction stand; 
No means of our escape is left. 

[Afiother flourish of voices under the stage, 
Anto. Ah! what amazing sounds are these we 

hear ! 
Gonz. What horrid masque will the dire fiends 
present? 

SUNG UNDEK THE STAGE. 

1 Dev. Wliere does the hlacJefl^nd Ambition reside, 

With the mischievous devil of Pride f 

2 Dev. In the lowest and darkest caverns qfheU^ 

Both Pride and Ambition do dwell. 
1 Dev. Whoare the chief leaders of thedanmedhost'i 

3 Dev. Proud monarchs, who tyrannisie most 
1 Dev. Damned princes there 

The worst of torments bear ; 
3 Dev. Who on earth all others in pleasures e^seel, 
Mustjeel the worst torments ofheU. 

[ They rise singing this chorus. 

Anto. O heavens ! what horrid vision's this ? 
How they upbraid us with our crimes ! 

Alon. What fearful vengeance is in store for us ! 

1 Dev, Tyrants^ by whom their sfib/ects bleed, 
Shotdd in pains all others exce^; - 
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1 Dev. And barbarous monarchs^ who their neigh- 
bours invade^ 
And their crowns unjustly get ; 
And such who their brothers to death have 
betraifd^ 
In hell upon burning thrones shall be set. 
5 Dev. ( — Inhelly in hellwithjlames they shall reign^ 
Dhor. \ Andjbr everyfar ever shall suffer the pain. 

Anto. O ! my soul for ever, for ever shall suffer 
the pain ! 

Ahn. Has Heaven, in all its infinite stock of 
mercy, 
No overflowings for us? poor, miserable, guilty 
men ! 

Cronz. Nothing but horrors do encompass us ! 
For ever, for eyer must we suffer ! 

Ahn. For ever we shall perish ! O dismal words, 
For ever ! 

1 Dev. Who are the pillars of the tyrants court ? 

2 Dev. Rapine andMurder hiscrown must support ! 
S Dev. His cruelty does tread 

Onorphans* tender breasts^ andbrothersdead ! 
2 Dev^ Can Heaven permit such crimes should be 

Attended with felicity f 
1 Dev. No ; grants their sceptres uneasily bear^ 

In the midst of their guards they their con- 

sdencesjear. 
r Care their minds when they ivdke unquiet 
S Dev. 1 will Jceep ; 

Chor. fAnd we with dire visions disturb all their 
^ sleep. 

Anto. Oh horrid sight ! how they stare upon us ! 
The fiend will hurry us to the dark mansion. 
Sweet Heaven, have mercy on us ! 
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1 Dev. Sayy say^ shall we hear these hold martab 

frofin Iience ? 
S Dev. No^ no, let us shew their degrees qf offence. 
3 Dev. Lefs muster their crimes upon every side, 

And first lefs discover their pride. 

Enter Peide. 

Pride. Lo here is Pride, who first led ^em astray, 
And did to ambition their minds then betray. 

Enter Feaud. 

Fraud. And Fraud does next tq^pear. 

Their wandering steps who led ; . 
When they from virtus fi^d. 
They in my crooked paths their course did steer. 

Enter Rapine: 

Rapine. From fraud to force they soon arrive. 
Where Rapine did their actions drive. 

Enter Mubdee. 

Murder. There long they could not stay ; 
Down the steep hUl they run; 
And to perfect the mischief whiek they had 

begun, 
To murder they bent all their way. 
Chorus Around, around we pace, 

of all. About this cursed place ; 

While thus we compass in 
These mortals and their sin. 

[Devils vanish. 

Anto. Heaven has heard me^ they are vanish'd ! 

Alon. But they have left me all unmanned ; 
I feel my sinews slacken with the fright ; - 
And a cold sweat trills down o'er all my limbs, 
As if I were dissolving into water. 



SCENE IV. THE TEMPEST. 141 

Oh Prospero, my crimes against thee sit heavy on 
my heart ! 
Anto. And mine against him and young Hip- 

polito. 
Gom. Heaven have mercy on the penitent ! 
Anto. Lead from this cursed ground ; 
The seas in all their rage are not so dreadful. 
This is the region of despair and death. 

Alon. Beware all fruit, but what the birds have 
peeked. 
The shadows of the trees are poisonous too ; 
A secret venom slides from every branch. 
My conscience does distract me ! O my son ! 
Why do I speak of eating or repose. 
Before I know thy fortune ? 

[^As they are going out, a Devil rises Just before 
them, at which they start, and are frighted. 
Ahm. O heavens ! yet more apparitions ! 

Devil Sings. 

Arise, arise ! ye sfiJbterranean winds. 

More to disturb their guilty minds : 

And aU ye filthy damps and vapours rise. 

Which use to iiifect the earth, and trovhle all the 

sides ; 
Rise you,Jrom whom devouring plagues have birth : 
You, that in the vast and hollow womb of earth 
Engender earthqtuikes, make whole countries shake. 
And stately cities into deserts turn ; 
And you, who feed the flames by which eartJCs en-- 

trails bum. 
Ye raging winds, whose rapid force can muke 
AU but theflafd and solid centre shake. 
Come drive these wretches to that part of the isle. 
Where nature never yet did smile : 
Cause fogs and storms, whirlwinds, and earthquakes 

there: 
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There let them howl and languish in despair ! 

Rise, and obey the powerful Prince of the Air. 
[Two Winds rise, ten more enter and dance. 
At the end of the dance, three Winds sink, 
the rest drive Alonzo, Antonio, and 

GONZALO off. 



ACT III. 



SCENE I.— A Wild Island. 

Enter Ferdinand, Ariel, and Milcha invisible. 

Ariel. Come unto these yelhw sandSf 
And then take hands^ 
Curtsied when you have^ and kissed; 
And wild waves whist. 
Foot itfeatly here and there^ 
And sweet sprites the burthen bear. 
Hark! hark! 

Bow waugh^ the watch-dogs hark. 
. JBow waugh. Hark! hark! I hear 
The strain of strutting Chanticleer, 
Cry, Cock a doocUe do. 

■ 

Ferd. Where should this music be ? in the air, 
or earth ? 
It sounds no more, and sure it waits upon 
Some God in the island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping against the duke my father's wreck, 
This music hover'd on the waters. 
Allaying both their fury, and my passion. 
With charming airs. Thence I have followed iti 
(Or it has drawn me rather) but 'tis gone. 
No, it begins again. 
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MiLCHA SINGS. 

FttUJiithomfive thy father lies^ 

Of his hones is coral made : 
Those are pearls that were his eyes ; 

Nothing ofhiniy that does fade ^ 
But does svffer a sea change^ 
Into something rich and strange : 
Sea^nymphs hourly ring his knell; 
Mark ! now I hear them^ ding dong heU. 

Ferd. This mournful ditty mentions my drown'd 
father. 
This is no mortal business, nor a sound 
Which the earth owns. — I hear it now before me ; 
However, I will on, and follow it. 

[^Exit Y^^T}. following Ahiel, 

SCENE II.— .2%^ Cypress Trees and Cave. 

Enter Prospero and Miranda. 

Prom. Excuse it not, Miranda, for to you 
(The elder, and, I thought, the more discreet,) 
I gave the conduct of your sister's actions. 

Mir. Sir, when you called me thence, I did not 
&U 
To mind her of her duty to depart. 

Prosp. How can I think you did remember hers. 
When you forgot your own ? did you not see 
The man, whom I commanded you to shun ? 

Mir. I must confess I saw him at a distance. 

Prosp. Did hot his eyes infect and poison you ? 
What alteration found you in yourself? 

Mir. I only wonder'd at a sight so new. 

Prosp. But have you no desire once more to see 
him? 
Come, tell me truly what you think of him. 
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Mir. As of the gayest thing I ever saw. 
So fine, that it appear'd more fit to be 
Beloved than fear'd, and seem'd so near my kind, 
That I did think I might have call'd it sister. 

Prosp. You do not love it ? 

Mir. How is it likely that I should. 
Except the thing had first loved me ? 

Prosp. Cherish those thoughts. You have a ge- 
nerous soul ; 
And since I see your mind not apt to take 
The light impressions of a sudden love, 
I will unfold a secret to your knowledge. 
That creature, which you saw, is of a kind. 
Which nature made a prop and guide to jowrs. 

Mir. Why did you then propose him as an ob- 
ject 
Of terror to my mind ? You never used 
To teach me any thing but god-like truths. 
And what you said, I did believe as sacred* 

Prosp. I fear'd the pleasing form of this young 
man 
Might unawares possess your tender breast^ 
Which for a noUer guest I had design'd ; 
For shortly, my Miranda, you shall see 
Another of this kind, the full-blown flower, . 
Of which this youth was but the opening bud. 
Go in, and send your sister to me. 

Mir. Heaven still preserve you, shr. [JExitMiR* 

Pros. And make tiiee fi>rtunate.-^ 

JEnter Doeinda. 

Oh, come hither ; you have seen a man to-daj. 
Against my strict command. 

Dor. Who, 1 ? Indeed I saw him but a little, sir. 

Prosp. Come, come, be clear- Your sister, told 
me all. 

Dor. Did she? 8 
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Truly she would have seen him more than I^ 
But that I would not let her. 

Brogp. Why so ? 

Hor. Because, methought, he would have hurt 
me less 
Than he would her. 

But if I knew you'd not be angry with me, 
I could teli you, sir, that he was much to blame. 

Pro9p. Ha ! was he to blame ? 
Tell me, with that sincerity I taught you. 
How you became so bold to see the man ? 

Dor. I hope you will forgive me, sir, because 
I did not see him much, till he saw me. 
Sir, he would needs come in my way, and stared, 
And stared upon my face, and so I thought 
li9¥Ould be revenged of him, and, therefore, 
I gazed on him as long ; but if I e'er 
Come near a man again ! 

Pro^. I told you he 
Was dangerous ; but you would not be wam'd. 

Dor. !rray be not angry, sir, if I tell you. 
You are mistaken in him ; for he did 
Me no great hurt. 

IVieMp. But he may do you more harm hereafter. 

Dor. No, sir, I'm as well as e'er I was in all my 
Mfe, 
But that I cannot eat nor drink for thought of him. 
That dangerous man runs ever in my mind. 

JProsp. The way to cure you is, no more to see 
him. 

Dor. Nay, pray, sir, say not so. I promised him 
To see him once again ; and you know, sir. 
You charged me I should never break my promise. 

IVuMp. W ould you see him, who did you so much 
mischief? 

Dor. I warrant you 
I did him as much harm as he did me ; 

VOL. III. K 



146 THE TEMl'EST. ACTfUI. 

For when I left him^ sir, he sigh'd so, as it grieved 
My heart to hear him. 

Prosp. Those sighs were poisonous, they infect- 
ed you ; 
You say they grieved you to the heart. 

Dor. 'Tis true ; but yet his looks and words were 
gentle. 

Pro9p. These are the day-dreams of a maid in 
love; 
But still I fear the worst. 

Dor. O fear not him, sir. 

Pro9p. You speak of him with too much passion; 
tell me, 
(And, on your duty, tell me true, Dorinda,) 
What pass'd betwixt y6u and that horrid creature ? 

Dor. How, horrid, sir ? if any else but you 
Should call it so, indeed I should be an^ry, 

Prosp. Go to ! You are a foolish gin ; but an- 
swer 
To what I ask ; what thought you when you saw it ? 

Dor. At first it stared upon me, and seem'd wild, 
And then I trembled ; yet it look'd so lovely. 
That when I would have fled away, my feet 
Seem'd fastened to the ground, when it drew near, 
Ajid with amazement ask'd to touch my hand ; 
Which, as a ransom for my life, I gave. 
But when he had it, with a furious gripe 
He put it to his mouth so eagerly, 
I was afraid he would have swallow'd it. 

Prosp. Well, what was his behaviour afterwards? 

Dor. He on a sudden grew so tame and gentle^ 
That he became more kind to me than you are ; 
Then, sir, I grew I know not how, and, touching 
His hand again, my heart did beat so strong. 
As I lack'd breath to answer what he ask^d. 

Prosp. You've been too fond, and I should chide 
you for it 
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Her. Then send me to that creature to be pu- 
nififa'cL 

Proip. Poor child ! Thy passion, like a lazy ague. 
Has seized thy blood ; instead of striving, thou hu- 

mour'st 
And ieedfst thy languishing disease: Thou fight'st 
The battles of thy enemy, and 'tis one part of what 
1 threatened thee, not to perceive thy danger. 

Dor. Danger, sir ? 
If he would hurt me, yet he knows not how : 
He hath no daws, nor teeth, nor horns to hurt me, 
Sut looks about him like a callow-bird. 
Just straggling from the nest. Pray trust me, sir. 
To go to him again. 

Prop. Since you will venture, 
I diarge you bear yourself reservedly to him ; 
Liet him not dare to touch your naked hand, 
Sut keep at distance from him. 

Dor. This is hard ! 

Prom. It is the way to make him love you more ; 
He will despise you, if you grow too kind. 

Dor. rU struggle with my heart to follow this ; 
But if I lose him by it, will you promise 
To bring him back again ? 

Prosp. Fear not, Dorinda ; 
But use him ill, and he'll be yours for ever. 

Dor. I hope you have not cozen'd me again. 

[Exit Dor. 

Prosp. Now my designs are gathering to a head ; 
My spuits are obedient to my charms. — 
Wha^ Ariel ! My servant Ariel, where art thou ? 

JEnter Akiel. 

Ariel. What would my potent master ? Here I 

am. 
Proq). Thou and thy meaner fellows your last 

service 
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Did worthily paform, and I must use you 
In such another work. How goes the day ? 

Ariel. On the fourth, my lord ; and on the sixth 
You said our work should cease. 

Prosp. And so it shall ; 
And thou shalt have the open air at freedom. 

Ariel. Thanks, my CTeat lord. 

Prosp. But tell me &st, my spirit. 
How fares the duke, my brother, and their fi)ll0w- 
ers? 

Ariel. Confined together, as you gave me order, 
In the lime-grove, which weather-fends your oeQ; 
Within that circuit up and down they wander, 
But cannot stir one step beyond their conipass. 

Prosp. How do they bear their sorrows ? 

Ariel. The two dukes appear like men distracted, 
their 
Attendan ts,brim-f uU of sorrow,moumingov6rthem; 
But chiefly he, you term'd the good Gonzalo : 
His tears run down his beard, like winter-drops 
From eaves of reeds ; your vision did so work tbemj 
That, if you now beheld them, your aSeotions 
Would become tender. 

Prosp. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Ariel. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Prosp. And mine shall : 
Hast thou, who art but air, a touch, a fe^ng 
Of their afflictions, and shall not I (a man 
Like them, one, who as sharply relish passions 
As they) be kindlier moved than thou art ? 
Though they have pierced me to the quick witli in- 
juries. 
Yet with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury, 
I will take part ; the rarer action is 
In virtue, than in vengeance. Go, my Ariel, 
Refresh with needful food their famish-d bodies, 
With shows and chearful music comfort them. 



SCENE III. THE TEMFEST. 149 

Ariel. Presently, master? 

Prosp. With a twinkle, Ariel.— But stay, my spirit ; 
What is become of my slave, Caliban, 
And Sycorax, his sister ? 

Arid. Potent sir. 
They have cast off your service, and revolted 
To the wreck'd mariners, who have already 
Parcelled your island into governments. 

Prosp. No matter, I have now no need of them. 
But, spirit, now I stay thee on the wing ; 
Haste to perform what I have given in charge ; 
But see they keep within the bounds I set them. 

Ariel. I'll keep them in with walls 6f adamant. 
Invisible as air to mortal eyes. 
But yet unpass£^ble. 
' jRntwp. Make haste then. [^Exeunt severally. 

s 

SCENE III.— WUd Island. 

Enter Alonzo, Antonio, and Gonzalo. 

CrOfsx. I am weary, and can go no further, sir. 

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, who am 
myself seized with a weariness, to the dulling of 
xny spirits : [ They sit. 

Even here I will put off* my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my jQatterers : He is drown'd. 
Whom thus we stray to find. Pm faint with hun- 
ger, 
And must despair of food. • [Music without. 

What ! harmony again ? INIy good friends, hark ! 
■ AfOo. 1 fear some other horrid apparition. 
Give us kind keepers, heaven, I beseech thee ! 

Gom&. Tis chearful music this, unlike the first. 

AniEL and Milcha invisible, sing. 

Dry those eyes which are derflowing, 
AU your storms are overhloiving : 
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If hile you in this isle are hidings 
You shaU feast vnthout providing : 
Every dainty you can mink of, 
Every wine which you would drink of 
Shall he yours ; aU want shall shun you^ 
Ceres' blessing so is on you. 

Ahn. This voice speaks comfort to us. 

Anto. Would 'twere come ! 
There is no music in a song to me. 
My stomach being empty. 

Gon%. O for a heavenly vision of boil'd. 
Baked, and roasted ! 

\I)ance of fantastic Spirits ; after the dance^ a tdhU 
famished with meat and fruit is brought in by ttvo 
Spirits. 

Anto. My lord, the duke, see yonder ! 
A table, as I live, set out and furnish'd 
With all varieties of meats and fruits. 

Alon. 'Tis so indeed ; but who darei» taste this 
feast, 
Which fiendi^ provide, to poison us ? 

Gon%. Why that dare I ; if the black gentleman 
Be so ill natured, he may do his pleasure. 

Anto. 'Tis certain we must either eat or fiunisb : 
I will encounter it, and feed. 

Alon. If both resolve, I will adventure too. 

Gonz. The devil may fright me, yet he shall not 
starve me. 

[ Two Spirits descend, and fly away with the table. 

Alon. Heaven ! behold, it is as you suspected : 
'Tis vanished. 
Shall we be always haunted with these fiends ? 

Anto. Here we shall wander till we famish. 

Go7i%. Certainly one of you was so wicked as to 



SCENE III. THE TEMPEST. 151 

say grace ; this comes on it, when men will be god- 
ly out of season. 

Anto. Yonder's another table, let's try that. 

[^Exeunt' 

Enter Trincalo and Caliban. 

Trine. Brother monster, welcome to my private 
palace. But where's thy sister ? Is she so brave a 
lass? 

CaUb. In all this isle there are but two more — the 
daughters of the tyrant Prospero ; and she is big- 
ger than them both. O, here she comes ! now thou 
mayest judge thyself, my lord. 

Enter Sycorax. 

Trine. She's monstrous fair indeed. Is this to 
be my spouse ? Well, she's heir of all this isle (for 
I will geld monster.) The Trincalos, like other 
wise men, have anciently used to marry for estate, 
more than for beauty. 

Sye. I pr'ythee let me have the gay thing about 
thy neck, and that which dangles at thy wrist. 

[Sycorax points to his whistle and his bottle. 

Trine. My dear blubber-lips ! this — observe, my 
chuck — ^is a badge of my sea-office ; my fair fuss, 
thou dost not know it. 

Sye. No, my dread lord. 

Trine. It shall be a whistle for our first babe, and 
when' the next shipwreck puts me again to swim- 
ming, I'll dive to get a coral to it. 

Sye. Til be thy pretty child, and wear it first. 

Trine. I pr'ythee, sweet baby, do not play the 
wanton, and cry for my goods ere I'm dead. When 
thou art my widow, thou shalt have the devil and 
all. 

Sye. May I not have the other fine thing ? 
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Trine. This is a sucking-bottle for yK)ung Trin- 
calo. 

CaUb. Shall she not taste of that immortal li- 
quor ? 

Trine. Umph ! that's another question : For if she 
be thus flippant in her water, what will she be in 
her wine ? 

Enter Ariel {invisible) and changes the JBoiUe 
which stands upon the ground. 

Ariel. There's water for your wine. [ExitABiE^ 

IVinc. Well ! since it must be so. 

[^Gives her the bottle. 
How do you like it now, my queen that must be? 

\_She drinks. 

Syc. Is this your heav'nly liquor ? I'll bring you 
to a river of the same. 

Trine. Wilt thou so, Madam Monster ? What a 
mighty prince shall I be then ! I would not change 
my dukedom to be Great Turk Trincalo. 

Syc. This is the drink of frogs. 

Trine. Nay, if the frogs of this island drink such, 
they are the merriest frogs in Christendom. 

Calih. She does not know the virtue of this li- 
quor : 
I pr'ythee, let me drink for her. [Caliban drinks. 

Trine. Well said, subject-monster ! 

CaUb. My lord, this is mere water. 

Trine. 'Tis thou hast changed the wine tlieii^ and 
drunk it up, like a debauched fish as thou art. Let 
me see't, I'll taste it myself. — ^Element ! mere ele- 
ment, as I live ! It was a cold gulp, sudi as this, 
which killed my famous predecessor, old Simon the 
king.* 



* This personage, who has bequeathed his name to a well- 
known tune^ is believed to have been Simon Wadloe, or Wadlow, 
master of the Devil Tavern, when frequented by Ben Jonson. 
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CaUb. How does thy honour ? pr'ythee, be not 
angnr, and I will lick tiiy shoe. 

Trine. I could find in my heart to turn thee out 
of my dominions, for a liquorish monster. 
' CaSh. O, my lord» I have found it out ; this must 
be done by one of Prospero's sphits. 

Trine* There's nothing but malice in these derils ; 
I would it had been holy-water for their sakes ! 

Syc. 'Tis no matter, I will cleave to thee. 

Trine. Lovingly said, in troth : Now cannot I 
hold out against her. This wife-like virtue of her's 
has overcome me. 
' Syc. Shall I have thee in my arms ? 

Trine. Thou shalt have Duke Trincalo in thy 
arms : But, pr'y thee, be not too boisterous with me 
at first ; do not discourage a young beginner. [They 
embruee.'] Stand to your arms, my spouse^ and sub- 
ject-monster, — 

Enter Stephano, Mustacho, and Ventoso. 

the enemy is come to surprise us in our quarters. 
You shall know, rebels, that I am married to awitch^ 
and we have a thousand spirits of our party. 

Sieph. Hold ! I ask a truce ; I and my viceroys 
(finding no food, and but a small remainder of bran- 
dy,) are come to treat a peace betwixt us, which may 
be for the good of both armies ; therefore, Trincalo, 
disband. 

Trine. Plain Trincalo ! methinks I might have 
been a duke in your mouth ; Til not accept of your 
emhasOT^ without my title. 

Steph. A title shall break no squares betwixt us : 
Viceroys, give him his style of duke, and treat with 
him, whilst I walk by in state. 

[Ventoso and Mustacho bow, whilst Trin- 
calo puts on his cap. 

3fust. Our lord and master, Duke Stephano, has 
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sent us, in the first place, to demand of you, apon 
what ground you make war against him ; having 
no ri^t to govern here, as b^g elected only by 
your own voice. 

IVinc. To this I answer. That, having in the face 
of the world espoused the lawful inheretrix of this 
island. Queen Blouze the First, and having homage 
done me by this hectoring spark her brother ; from 
these two I claim a lawful title to this island. 

Must Who, that monster ? He a Hector ? 

Calib. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, 
my lord ? 

Trine. Viceroys! keep good tongues in your 
heads, I advise you, and proceed to your business. 

Must. First and foremost, as to your daim, that 
you have answered. 

Vent. But, second and foremost, we demand of 
you, that if we make a peace, the butt also may be 
comprehended in the treaty. 

Trine, t cannot treat with my honour, without 
your submission. 

Steph. I understand, being present, from my am- 
bassadors, what your resolution is, and ask an hour's 
time of deliberation, and so I take our leave ; but 
first I desire to be entertained at your butt^ as be- 
comes a prince and his ambassadors. . 

JVine. That I refuse, till acts of hostility be 
ceased. These rogues are rather i^pies than ambas* 
sadors. I must tSce heed of my butt. They come 
to pry into the secrets of my dukedom. 

Vient. Trincalo, you are a barbarous prince, and 
so farewell. [Exeunt Steph. Must, and Vent. 

Trine. Subject-monster ! stand you sentry before 
my cellar ; my queen and I will enter, and feast 
ourselves within. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

^ 

Enter Ferdinand, and Ariel and Milcha 

invisible. 

Ferd. How far will this invisible musician 
Conduct my steps ? he hovers still about me ; 
Whether for good or ill, I cannot tell. 
Nor care I ioiuch ; for I have been so long 
A slave to chance, that I'm as weary of 
Her flatteries as her frowns ; but here I am— 

Ariel. Here I am. 

Ferd. Ha ! art thou so ? the spirit's turn'd an 
echo. 
This might seem pleasant, could the burden of 
My griefs accord with any thing but sighs ; 
And my last words, like those of dying men. 
Need no reply. Fain I would go to shades. 
Where few would wish to follow me. 

Ariel. Follow me. 

Ferd. This evil spirit grows importunate, 
Sut m not take his counsel. 

Ariel. Take his counsel. 

Ferd. It may be the devil's counsel, I'll never 
take it. 

Ariel. Take it. 

Ferd. I will discourse no more with thee. 
Nor follow one step further. 

Ariel. One step further. 

Ferd. This must have more importance than an 
echo; 
Some spirit tempts me to a precipice. 
rU try if it will answer when I sing 
My sorrows, to the murmur of this brook. 
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HE SINGS. 

Go tiiy way. 
Ariel. Cro thy way. 

Ferd. Why shouM'st thou stay f 

Ariel. Why should* st thou stay f 

Ferd. Where the windswhisUe^and where the sireains 

creep^ 
Under yon wiUow4ree fain would I deep. 

Then let me aUme^ 
For 'tis time to he gone. 
Ariel. For 'tis time to he gone. 

Ferd* What cares or pleasures can he in this ide? 

Within this desert place. 
There lives no human race ; 
Fate cannotjrown here, nor Aindjbrtune smik. 
AxvA.Kind fortune smiles, and she 
Has yet in store for thee 
Some strange felicity. 
Follow m€,fMow mCy . 
And thou shalt see. 

Ferd. I'll take thy word for once ; 
Lead on, musician. [Exeunt and return. 

SCENE V. — The Cypress-trees and Caws. 
Scene changes, and discovers Frospeeo and Mi« 

KANDA. 

FrOsp. Advance the fringed curtains of thine 
eyes. 
And say what thou seest yonder. 

Mir. Is it a spirit ? 
Lord, hpw it looks about ! Sir, I confess 
It carries a brave form. But 'tis a spirit. 
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» 

Prosp. No, girl, it eats, and sleeps, and has such 

. senses 

As we have. This young gallant, whom thou see'sty 

Was in the wreck ; were ne not somewhat stain'd 

With grief, (beauty's worst canker) thou niight'st 

call him 
A goodly person ; he has lost his company. 
And strays about to find them. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing divine, for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Prom. It goes on. 
As my soul prompts it : Sphit, fine spirit, 
I'll free thee within two days for this. [Aside* 

Ferd* She's sure the mistress on whom these airs 
attend.— ' 
Fair excellence ! if, as your form declares. 
You are divine, be pleased to instruct me how 
You will be worshipp'd ; so bright a beauty 
Gannot sure belong to human kind. 

Mir. I am, like you, a mortal, if such you are. 

Ferd. My language, too ! O heavens ! I am the 
best 
Of them who speak this speech, when Tm in my 
* Own country. 

. JRno^i. How, the best ? what wert thou, if 
The Duke of Savoy heard thee ? 

Ferd. As 1 am now ; 
Who wonders to hear Uiee speak of Savoy ; 
He does hear me, and that he does, I weep. 
Myself am Savoy, whose fatal eyes (ne'er since at 

ebb) beheld 
The duke, my father, wreck'd« 

Mir. Alack! for pity! 

Protp. At the first sight they have changed eyes. 
Dear Ariel, I'll set thee free for this. — [Aside. 
Young sir, a word 



\ 
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With hazard of yourself you do iae wrongs 

Mir. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This is 
7he third man that I ever saw, the first 
Whom e'er I sigh'd for ; sweet heaven^ move my 

&ther 
To be inclined my way ! 

Fer^. O ! if a virgin. 
And your affections not gone forth. Til make you 
Mistress of Savojr. 

Prosp. Soft, sir, one word more. — 
They're in each other's power ; but this swift bu- 
siness 
I must yneasy make, lest too light winning 
JMake the prize light — One word more. Thou 

usurp'at 
The name not due to thee, hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to get 
The government from me, the lord of it 

Ferd^ No, as I'm a man^ 

Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in such a 
temple: 
If the evil spirit hath so fair a house. 
Good things will strive to dwell with it 

Proep. No more. Speak not for him, h^' is ti 
traitor. 
Come ! tjiou art my prisoner, and shalt be in bonds. 
Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots and hu&ks, 
Wherein the acorn cradled ; follow. 

Ferd. No, I will resist such entertainment. 
Till my enemy has more power. 

[He draws, and is charmed from nuking. 

Mir. O dear father i make not too rash a trial 
Of him ; for he is gentle, and not fearful. . 

Prosp. My dhild my tutor ? — ^Put thy sword up, 
Traitor, who mak'st a shew, but dar'st not strike : 
Thy conscience is possess'd with guilt 
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Come from thy ward. 

For I caq here disarm thee with this wand^ 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir^ 'Beseech you, father ! 

Pro^. Hence : Hang not on my garment. 

Mir. Sir, have pity ! 
ril be his surety. 

Prosfp. Silence ! one word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
An advocate for an impostor ? sure 
Thou think*st there are no more such shapes as his ; 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels> 

M^T* My affections are then most humble ; 
I have no ambition to see a goodlier man» 

Prosp. Coipe on, obey. 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again. 
And have no vigour in them. 

Ferd. So they are. 
My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up : 
My father's loss, the weakness which I feel. 
The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats* 
To whom I am subdued, would seem light to me. 
Might I but once a daj'^ thorough my prison 
Behold thisi maid. AU corners else o' the earth . 
;Liet liberty make use of: I have space 
Snojugh in such a prison. 

JRrwp. It works.— Come on ! — 
Thou hast done well, fine Ariel. — Follow me ! — 
Hark what thpu shalt do for me. [ Whispers Akiel. 

Mir. Be of comfort ! 
My father's of a better nature, sir. 
Than he appears by speech. This is unwonted. 
Which now came from him. 

Prosp. Thou shalt be free as mountain winds : 
JBut then 
Exactly do all points of my command. 
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Ariel To a syllable. lEaii Ariel. 

Proq}. to Mir. Go in that way, speak not a word 
for him. 
ril separate' you. ^Ejfit Mieanda. 

FertLAs soon thou may'st divide the waters, 
when 
Thou strikest 'em, which pursue thy bootless blow, 
And meet when it is past. 

Prosp. Go practise your philosophy within^ 
And if you are the same you speak yourself; 
Bear your afflictions like a prince. That doc»r 
Shews you your lodging. 

Fera. 'Tis in vain to strive, I^must obey. 

lEaitVtiiRB. 

Prosp. This goes as I would wish it 
Now for my second care, Hippolito. 
I shall not need to chide him for his fault. 
His passion is become his punishment. — 
Come forth, Hippolito. 

Enter Hippolito. 

Hip. *Tis Prosperous voice. 

Prom. Hippolito, I know you now expect 
I should severely chide you. You have seen 
A woman, in contempt of my commands. 

Hip^ But, sir, you see I am come off unharmed; 
I told you, that you need not doubt my couri^^ 

Prosp. You think you have received no hurt ? 

Hip. No, none, sir. 
Try me again ; whenever you please Vm jeady. * 
I think I cannot fear an army of them. 

Prosp. How much in vain it is to bridle nature! 

[Amde. 
Well, what was the success of your encounter ? 

Hip. Sir, we had none, we yielded both at first ; 
For I took her to mercy, and she me. 
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JPtogp. But are you not much changed from what 

you were ? 
Hip. Methinks, I wish, and wish ! — ^for what I 
know not, — 
But still I wish : — ^Yet if I had that woman. 
She, I believe, could tell me what I wish for. 
Ptosp. What would you do to make that woman 

yours ? 
Hip. I'd quit the rest o'the world, that I might 
live 
Alone with her ; she never should be from me : 
We two would sit and look till our eyes ached. 
ProqK You'd soon be weary ijf her. 
Hip. O, sir, never. 

Prosp. But you'll grow old and wrinkled, as you 
see 
Me now, and then you will not care for her. 
Hip. You may do what you please ; but, sir, we 
two 
Can never possibly grow old. 
Prosp. You must, Hippolito. 
Hip. Whether we will or no, sir i who shall make 

us? 
Prosp. Nature, whidi made me so. 
Hip. But you have told me, that her wi»rks are 
various. 
She made you old, but she has made us young. 

Prosp. Time will convince you. — 
Meanwhile, be sure you tread in honour's paths. 
That you may merit her. And that you may not 
Want fit occasions to employ your virtue. 
In this next cave there is a stranger lodged. 
One of your kind, young, of a noble presence. 
And, as he says himself of princely birth : 
He is my prisoner, and in deep affliction. 
Visit, and comfort him ; it will become you. 

VOL. III. I. 
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Hip. It is my duty, sir. \Exit Hip. 

Prosp. True, he has seen a woman, yet The lives !— 
Feiiiaps I took the moment of his birth 
Amiss. Perhaps my art itself is false.^— 
On what strange grounds we build our hopes and 

fears ! 
Man's life is all a mist ! and^ in the dark. 
Our fortunes meet us. 
If fate be not, then what can we foresee ? 
Or how can we avoid it, if it be ? 
If by free will in our own paths we move. 
How are we bounded by decrees above ? 
Whether we drive, or whether we are driven. 
If ill, 'tis ours ; if good, the act of Heaven. \jEmt 

SCENE VI.— ^ C(we. 

Enter Hippolito and t'ERDiNANii. 

Ferd. Your pity, noble youth, doth mudi oblige 
me. 
Indeed, 'twas sad to lose a father so. 

Hip. Ay, and an only father, too ; for sure 
You said, you had but one. 

Ferd. But one father ! He'-s wondrous simple. 

[Aside, 

Hip. Are such misfortunes frequent in your 
world. 
Where many men live ? 

Ferd. Such are we bom tOk-»— 
But, gentle youth, as you have question'd me. 
So give me leave to ask you, what you are ? 

Hip. Do not you know ? 

Ferd. How should I ? 

Hip. .1 well hoped 
I was a man, but by your ignorance 
Of what I am, I fear it is not so. — 
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W^ell, Prospero ! this is now the second time ' 
You have deceived me. 

Ferd. Sir, there is no doubt 
You are a man. But I would know, of whence ? 
-. Sip^ Why, of this world ; I never was ip yours. 

Ferd. Have you a father ? 

Hip. I was ,told I had one. 
And that he was a man ; yet I have been 
So much deceived, I dare not tell't you for 
A truth. But I have still been kept a pri^ner, 
For fear of women. 

Ferd. They, indeed, are dangerous; 
For, since I came, I have beheld one here. 
Whose beauty pierced my heart. 

Hip. How did. she pierce? You seem not hurt. 

Ferd. Alas ! the wound was made by her bright 
eyes. 
And festers by her absence. 
But, to speak plainer to you, sir, I love her. 
. ' . SSp^ Jf ow, I suspect that love's the very thing. 
That I feel too ! — Pray tell me truly, sir. 
Are you not grown unquiet since you saw her .? 

Fird. I t^e no rest 
. Hip. Just, just my disease. — 
Dovou not wish, you do not know for what ? 

J^erd. O, no ! I know too well for what I wish. 

Hip. There, I confess, I differ from you, ^sir : 
But you desipe she may be always with you ? 

Ferd. 1 can have no, felicity without her. 

Hip. Just my condition. — Alas, gentle sir ! 
ril pity you, and you shall pity me. 

Ferd. I love so much, that, if I have her not, 
I find I cannot live. 

Hip. Hqw ! do you love her, 
And would you have her too? That jwist not be ; 
For none but I must have .her. 
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Ferd. But perhaps y^ do not love the same : 
All beauties are not pleasing alike to all. 

Hip. Why, are there more fair women^ sir. 
Besides that one I love ? 

Ferd. That's a strange question. There are many 
more, 
Besides that beauty which you love. 

Hip. I veill have all 
Of that kind, if there be a hundred of them. 

Ferd. But, noble youth, you know not what you 
say. 

Hip. Sir, they are things I love, I cannot be 
Without them ! — O, howl rejdee ! — More women ! 

Ferd. Sir, if you love, you must be tied to one. 

Hip. Tied ! How tied to her ? 

Ferd. To love none but her. 

Hip. But, sir, I find it is ag^nst my nature. 
I must love where I like ; and, I believe^ I may like 

aU,— 
All that are fair. Come, bring me to this woman. 
For I must have her. 

Ferd. His simplicity 
Is such, that I can scarce be angry with him.^-^ 

[^Aside. 
Perhaps, sweet youth, when you behdd her, you 
Will find you do not love her. 

Hip. I find already 
I love, because she is another woman. 

Ferd. .You cannot love two women both at 
once. 

Hip. Sure 'tis my duty to love all who do 
Resemble her, whom I've already seen. 
I'll have as many as I can, that are 
So good, and angel-like, as she I love ; 
And will have yours. 

Ferd. Pretty youth, you cannot. 
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Hip. I can do any thing for that I love« 

Ferd. I may, perhaps, by force, restrain you from 
it. 

Hip. Why, do so, if you <J»n* But either promise 
me 
To love no woman, or you must try your force, 

Ferd^ I cannot help it, I must love. 

JETijc. Well, you may love ; 
Per Prospero taught me friendship too, ^ You shall 
Ixyve me, and other men, if you qan find them ; 
But all the angel women shall be mine, 

Ferd^ I must break off this conference^ or he 
Will urge me else beyond what I can bear. — 

TAsid^. 
Sweet youth, some other time we will speak 
Farther concerning both our loves ; at present 
I am indisposed with weariness and grief. 
And would) if you're so pleased, retire a while. 

Hip. Some other time be it ; but, sir, remember. 
That I both seek and much entreat your friend- 
ship; 
For, next to women, I find I can love you. 

Ferd. I thank you, nr, I will consider of it. 

lExit Feed. 

Hq^. This stranger does insult^ and comes into 
My world, to take niose heavenly beauties from me, 
Wfaicfa, I believe, I am inspired to love.—* 
And yet he said, be did desire but one : 
He would be poor in love, but 111 be tich.«— 
-I now perceive that Prospero was cunning ; 
For when be firighten^d me fit)m woman-kind. 
Those pieeioQft wings he for himself design'd. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Cypress trees and a Cave. 

Enter Pkospero and Mibanda. 

Prosp^ Your suit has pity in% and has prevaU'd. 
Within this cave he lies, and you may see him. 
But yet take heed ; let prudence be your guide : 
You must not stay, your visit must be short.— ^ 

[She is^mng. 
One thing I had forgot ; insinuate into his mind 
A kindness to that youth, whom first you saiw ; 
I would have friendship grow betwixt them. . 

Mir. You shall be obey'd in all things. 

Prosp. Be earnest to unite their very soulsi^ 

Mir. I shall endeavour it. 

Prosp. This miay secure 
Hippolito from that dark danger, which 
My art forebodes ; for friendship does providev 
A double strength to oppose the assaults of fbrtiuie. 

[Eodt Peosp. 

Enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd. To be a prisoner where I dearly love» 
Is but a double tie, a link of fortune 
Join'd to the chain of love ; but not to see her. 
And yet to be so near her, there's the hardship !— 
I feel myself as on a rack, stretch'd out 
And nigh the ground, on which I might have ease, 
.Yet cannot reach it. 

Mir. Sir ! — my lord ! — where are you ? 

Ferd. Is it your voice, my love ? or do I dream ? 

Mir. Speak softly, it is I. 

Ferd. O heavenly creature ! 
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Ten times more gentle than your father^s cruel ! — 
How, on d sudden, all my griefs are vanish'd f 

Mir. How do you bear your prison ? 

Ferd. 'Tis my palace, 
While you are here, and love and silence wait 
Upon our wishes ; do but think we chuse it. 
And 'tis what we would chuse. 

Mir. Pm sure what I would. 
But how can I be certain that you love me ? 
Xiook to't ; for I will die when you are false. 
I've heard my father tell of maids, who died. 
And haunted their false lovers with their ghosts. 

JPVr£?. Your ghost must take another form to fright 
me. 
This shape will be too pleasing. — Do I love you ? 
O, heaven ! O, earth ! bear witness to this sound ! 
-If I prove false- 



■^^■1^ 



Mir. O, hold ! you shall not swear. 
For heaven will hate you if you prove forsworn. 

Ferd. Did I not love, I could no more endure 
This undeserved captiyity, than I 
Could wish to gain my freedom, with the loss 
Ctf you. 

Mir. I am a fool, to weep at what 
I'm glad of. But I have a suit to you. 
And that, sir, shall 
Be now the only trial of your love. 

Ferd. You've said enough, never to be denied. 
Were it my life ; for you have far o'er-bid 
The price of all that human life is worth. 

Mir. Sir, tis to love one for my sake, who, for 
His own, deserves all the respect which you 
Can ever pay him. 

Ferd. You mean your father. Do not think his 
usage 
Can n;iake me hate him ; when he gave you beings 
He then did that, which cancelled all these wrongs. 
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Mir. I meant not him ; f<nr that was a requeat, 
Which, if you love, I should not need to urge. 

Ferd. Is there another whom I ought to lore. 
And love him for your sake ? 

Mir. Yes, such a one. 
Who, for his sweetness and his goodly shape, 
(If I, who am unskilled in forms, may judge) 
I think can scarce be equalPd. 'Tis a youth ; 
A stranger, too, as you are. 

Ferd^ Of such a graceful feature ! and must I, 
For your sake, love him ? 

Mir^ Yes, sir. Do you scruple 
To grant the first request I ever made ? 
He's wholly unacquainted with the wodd. 
And wants your conversation. You shoiild have 
Compassion on so mere a stranger. 

Ferd. Those need compassicm whom you discom- 
mend. 
Not whom you praise. 

Mir. Come, you must love him for my sake.— 
You shaU ! 

Ferd. Must I for yours, and cannot for my own ? 
Either you do not love, or think that I daat. 
But, when you bid me love him, I must hate him. 

Mir. Have I so far offended you already, 
That he ofiends you only for my sake ?-~ 
Yet sure you would not hate him, if you saw 
Him as I've done, so full of youth and beauty. 

Ferd. O, poison to my hopes !— • 
When he did visit me, and I did m^ition 
This beauteous creature to him, he then did tdl 
Me, he would have her. [Amde. 

Mir. Alas ! what mean you ? 

Ferd. It is too plain. Like most df her fimil sex^ 
She's false, but has not leam'd the art to hide it 
Nature has done her part, she loves variety. 
Why did I think that any woman could. 
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Be innocenty because she's young ? No, no { 
Their nurses teach them change, when, with two 

nipples, 
They do divide their liking. [^Aside. 

Mir. I fear I have offended you, and yet 
I meant no harm. But, if you please to hear me, — 

[A noise mthin. 
Hark, sir ! now I am sure my father comes, 
I know his steps. Dear love ! retire a while ; 
I fear I've staid too long. 

jFerd. Too long indeed, and yet not long enough. 
Oh, jealousy ! Oh, love ! how you distract me ! 

lEant Feed. 
Mir. He appears displeased with that young 
man, I know 
Not why. But, till I find fi:x>m whence his hate 

proceeds, 
I must conceal it from my father's knowledge ; 
For he will think that guiltless I have caused it. 
And suffer* me no more to see my love, 

JEnter Fbosfebo. 

JRrwp. Now I have been indulgent to your wish ; 
You have seen the prisoner ? 

Mir. Yes* 

Prosp. And he spoke to you ? 

Mir. He spoke ; but he recdved short answers 
from me. 

Prosp. How like you his converse ? 

Mir. At second sight, 
A man does not appear so rare a creature. 

Prosp. I find she loves him much, because she 
hides it. 
Love teaches cunning even to innocence. — [A^side. 
Well, go in. 

Mir. Forgive me, truth ! for thus disguising thee. 
If I can mfuce him think, I do not love 
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The stranger much, he'll let me see him oftenen 

lEait Mir. 

Prosp. Stay, stay ! 1 had forgot to ask her. 

What she has said of young Hippolito.-r- 

Oh, here he comes ! and, with him, my Dorinda. 

I'll not be seen ; let their lovea grow in secret. 

[Exit. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Hippolito and Doiiinda. 

Hip. But why are you. so sad ? 

Dor. But why are you so joyful ? 

Hip. I have within me 
All, all the various music of the woods. 
Since last I saw you, I have heard brave news } 
I will tell yt)u, and make you joyful for me. 

JOor. Sir, when I saw you first, I, through my 
eyes. 
Drew something in, I know not what it is ; 
But still it entertains me with such thoughts. 
As make me doubtful whether jcy becomes me. 

Hip. Pray believe me. 
As I'm a man. 111 tell you blessed news. 
I've heard, there are more women in the world, 
As fair as you are too. 

Dor. Is this your news ? You see it mo^es not 
me. 
' Hip. And I will have them all. 

Dor. What will become of me then ? 

Hip. I'll have you too.^- 
But are not you acquainted with these women? 

Dor. I never saw but one. 

Hip. Is there but one here ?^ — . 
This is a base poor world, I'll go to the other ; 
I've heard men have abundance of them there. — 
But, pray, where's that one woman ? 
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Dor. Who, my sister? 
- Hip. Is she your sister ? Pm glad of that You 

shall 
Help me to hep, and I will love you for it. 

[Qffisrs to take her hand. 
Dor. Away ! I will not have you touch my hand.— 
My father's counsel, which enjoin'd reservedness. 
Was not in vain, I see. [Aside. 

Hip. What makes you shun me ? 

Dor. You need not care, you'll have my sister's 
hand. 

Hip. Why, must not he, who touches hers, touch 
yours? 

Dor. You mean io love her too ? 

Hip. Do not you love her ? 
Then why should I not do so ? . 

Dor. She's my sister ; 
And, therefore, I must love' her. But you cannot 
Love both of us. 

Hip. I warrant you I can.— 
Otkt that you had more sisters. \ 

Dor. You may love her. 
But then I'll not love you. 

Hip. O, but you must ; 
One is enough for you, but- not for me. 

Dor. My sister told me, she had seen another ; 
A man like you, and she Uked only him. 
Therefore, if one must be enough for her. 
He is that one, and then you cannot have her. 

Hip. If she like him, she may like both of us. 

Dor. But how if I should change, and like that 
man; 
Would you be willing to permit that change ? 

Hip. No, for you Uked me first. 

Dor. So you did me. 

Hip. But I would never have you see that man ; 
I cannot bear it. 
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Dor. I'll see neither of you. 

Hip. Yes, me you may, for we are now acquaint* 
ed. 
But he's the man, of whom your &ther waru'd you ; 
O, he's a terrible, huge, monstrous creature ! 
I'm but a woman to nim* 

Ihr. I will see him. 
Except you'll promise not to see my siater. 

Hip. Yes, for your sake, I needs must see your 
sister. 

Dor. But she's a terrible, huge creature too ! 
If I were not her sister, she would eat me ; 
Therefore take heed* 

Hip. I heard that ahe was fidr. 
And like you. 

Dor. No, indeed, she's like my father. 
With a great beard ; 'twould fright you to look on 

her: 
Therefore that man and she may go together. 
They are fit for nobody but one anothor^ 

SQp. [Looking tn.] Yonder he comes with ris- 
ring eyes ; fly ! fly ! 
Before he sees you« 

Dor. Must we part so socm ? 

Hip. You're a lost woman if you see him* 

Dor. I would not willingly be lost, for fisor 
You should not find me, I'U avoid him. 

JjE^^Dob. 
me, bat I 
know 

Her sister must be &ir, for she's a woman ; 
All of a kind, that I haye seen, are like 
To one another. All the creatures of 
The rivers and the woods are sa 
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JEnter Feedinand. 

Ferd. O, well encountered ! you are the happy 
man i 
YouVe got the hearts of both the beauteous women. 

Hip. How, sh- ! pray, are you sure on't ? 

Ferd. One of them charged me to love you for 
her sake. 

Mip. Then I must have her. 

Ferd. No, not till I am dead. 

Hip^ How dead ? whaf s that ? — ^But whatsoe'er 
it be, 
I long to have her. 

Ferd. Time and my grief may make me die. 

Mip. But, for a friend, you should make haste ; 
I ne'er 
Ask'd any thing of you before. 

Ferd. I see your ignorance. 
And, therefore, will instnict you in my meaning. 
The woman, whom I love, saw you, and loved you ; 
Now, sir, if you love her, you'U cause my death. 

Hip. Be sure Til do it then. 

Ferd. But I am your friend ; 
And I request you that you would not love her. 

Hip. When friends request unreasonable things. 
Sure they're to be denied. You say she's fair ; 
And I must love all who are fair ; for, to tell you 
A secret, sir, which I have lately found 
Within myself, they're all made for me. 

Ferd. That's but a fond conceit You're made 
for one. 
And one for you. 

Hip. You cannot tell me, sir ; 
I know I'm made for twenty hundred women^ 
(I meu), if there so many be i'the world,) 
So that, if I once see her, I shall love her. 

Ferd. Then do not see her. 

9 
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Hip. Yes, sir, I must see her : 
For I would fain have my heart beat agmn^ 
Just as it did when I first saw her sister. 

Ferd. I find I must not let you see her then. 

Hip. How will you hinder me ? 

Ferd. By force of arms. 

Hip. By force of arms ! 
My arms, perhaps, may be as strong as yours. 
. Ferd. He's still so ignorant, that I pily him. 
And fain would avoid force. [Amde."] — ^Pray, do not 

see her, 
She was mine first ; you have no right to her. 

Hip. I have not yet considered what is right ; 
But, sir, I know my inclinations are 
To love all women ; and I have been taught^ 
That to dissemble what I think, is base. 
In honour, then, of truth, I must declare^ ' ' ' 
That I do love, and I will see your woman. 

F^d. Would you be willing I should see and 
love 
Your woman, and endeavour to seduce her : ::'".'. 
From that afiection, which -she VJow*d to yod ? 

Hip. I would not you should do it,.but if she 
Should love you best, I cannot hinder her. 
But, sir, for fear she should, I will provide 
Against the worst, and try to get yrcfur woman. 

Ferd. But I pretend no claim at all to yours; 
Besides, you are more beautiful than I, 
And fitter to allure unpractised hearts. 
Therefore, I onre more beg you will not see her. 

Hip. I'm glad you let me know I have such 
beauty; 
If that will get me women, they shall have it 
As far as ere 'twill go. I'll never want them. 

Ferd. Then, since you have refused this act of 
friendsliip. 
Provide yourself a sword, for we must fight. 
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Hip. A sword ! whafs that ? 

JFVrJ./Why, such a thing as this. 

Hip. What should I do with it ? 

JPWt?. You must stand thus, 
And push against ine» while I push at you, 
*Till on? of us fall dead. 

Hip. This is brave sport. 
But we have no swords growing in our wortd. 

Ferd. Whall shall we do then to decide our quar- 
rel? 

Hip.' We'll take the sword by turns, and fight 
with it 

Ferd. Strange ignorance ! J^Aside.'] — ^You must 
"' defend your life, 
And so must I. But since you have no sword,* 
Take this. [^Crives him his sword.'] For in a corner 

of my cave 
I found a rusty one ; perhaps 'twas his, 
Who keeps me pris'ner here: That I will fit. 
When next we meet, prepare yourself to fight. 

Hip. Make haste then, this shall ne'er be yours 
again. 
I mean to fight with all the men I meet. 
And, when they're dead, their women shall be mine. 

Ferd. I see you are unskilful. I desire not 
To take your life, but, if you please, we'll fight 
On these conditions ; he, who first draws blood. 
Or who can take the other's weapon from him. 
Shall be acknowledged as the conqueror. 
And both the women shall be his. 

Hip. Agreed, 
And every day I'll fight for two more with you. 

Ferd. But win these first 

Hip. I'll warrant you I'll push you. 

[^Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE III.— The wild Idand. 

Enter Trincalo, Caliban, and Sycobax. 

CaU. My lord, I see 'em coming yonder. 

TMne. Whom? 

Calib. The starved prince, and his two thirsty 
subjects, that would have our liquor. 

Trine. If thou wert a monster of parts, I would 
make thee my master of ceremonies, to conduct 
'em in. The devil take all dunces ! thou hast lost 
a brave employment, by not being a linguist, and 
for want of behaviour. 

Syc. My lord, shall I go meet 'em ? I'll be kind 
to all of 'em, just as I am to thee. 

Trine. No, that's against the fundamental laws 
of my dukedom. You are in a high place, spouse, 
and must give good example. Here they come ; 
we'll put on the gravity of statesmen, and be veiy 
dull, that we may be held wise. 

Enter Stephano, Ventoso, and Mustacho* 

Vent. Duke Trincalo, we have considered. 

Trine. Peace or war ? 

MtLst. Peace, and the butt. 

Steph. I come now as a private person, and pro- 
mise to live peaceaUy under your government. 

Trine. You shall enjoy the benefits of peace ; and 
the first fiiiits of it, amongst all civil nations, is to 
be drunk for joy. — Calibw, skink about 

Steph. I long to have a rouse to her grace's 
health, and to the haunse in keldery — or rather had- 
dock in kelder, for I guess it will be half fish. 

[Amde. 

Trine. Subject Stephano, here's to thee ; and let 
old quarrels be drown'd in this draught [^Drinis. 
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St^h. Great magistrate, here's thy sister's health 
to thee. [Drinks to Calib. 

Sye. He shall not drink of that immortal liquor ; 
my lord, let him drink water. 

THnc O sweetheart, you must not shame your- 
self to-dav.-^6entlemen subjects, pray bear with 
her good huswifery. She wants a little breeding, 
but she's hearty. 

Mtut. Ventoso, here's to thee. Is it not better 
to pierce the butt, than to quarrel and pierce one 
anothafs bellies ? 

VenL Let it come, boy. 

Trine. Now would I lay greatness aside, and 
shake my heels, if I had but music. 

Calib. O my lord I my mother left us in her will 
a hundred spirits to attend us, devils of all sorts^ 
some great roaring devils, and some little singing 
spirits. 

Syc. Shall we call ? And thou shalt hear them in 
the air. 

T\inc. I accept the motion : Let us have our 
mother-in-law's legacy immediately. 

CALIBAN SINGS. 

We want music, we want mirth. 
Up, dam, and cleave the earth : 
We hate no lords that wrong us, 
Send thy merry spirits among us. 

2Vme. What a merry tyrant am I, to have my 
music, and pay nothing foft ! 

A table rises, and four Spirits with wine and meat 
enter, placing it, as they dance, on the table : The 
danee ended, the bottles vanish, and the table sinks 
again. 

VOL. IIL M 
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Vent The bottle's drunk. 

Must. Then the bottle's a weak shallow feUow, 
if it be drunk first. 

Trine. Stephano, ^ve me thy hand : thou hast 
been a rebel, but here's to thee : ^Drinks.'] Fr'y thee, 
why should we quarrel ? Shall 1 swear two oadis ? 
By bottle, and by butt, I love thee : In witnen 
whereof I drink soundly. 

Steph. Your grace shall find there's no love lost, 
for I will pledge you soundly. 

Trine. Thou hast been a false rebel, but thalfs all 
one ; pledge my grace faithfully. — Caliban^ go to 
the butt, and tell me how it sounds. [JEodt Cali- 
ban.] Peer Stephano, dost thou love me ? 

Steph. I love your grace, and all your princely 
family. 

Trine. Tis no matter, if thou lovest me ; hang 
my family : Thou art my friend, pr'ythee tell me 
what thou think'st of my princess ? 

Steph. I look on her as on a very noble princess. 

Trine. Noble ! indeed she had a witch to her 
mother ; and the witches are of great families in 
Lapland : but the devil was her father ; and I have 
heard of the Monsieur De Villes in France : but 
look on her beauty, — ^is she a fit wife for Duke 
Trincalo ? Mark her behaviour too,?— she's tippling 
yonder with the serving-men. 

Steph. An't please your grace, she's somewhat 
homely, but that's no blemish in a princess. She is 
virtuous. 

Trine. Umph ! virtuous ! I am loath to disparage 
her ; but thou art my friend,— -canst thou be dose ? 

Steph. As a stopt bottle, an't please your grace. 

Enter Caliban again with a hottje^ 

Trine. Why then I'll tell thee,— I found her an 
hour ago under an elder-tree, upon a sweet bed of 
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nettles, singing Tory Rory, and Rantum Scantum, 
with iier own natural brother. 

Stej^. O Jew ! make love in her own tribe ? 
" Trvnc. But 'tis no matter ; to tell thee true, I 
married her to be a great man, and so forth. But 
make no words on't, for I care not who knows it, 
and so here's to thee again. — Give note the bottle, 
•Claliban. Did you knock the butt ? How does it 
sound ? 

Calib. It sounds as though it had a noise within. 

Trine. I fear the butt begins to rattle in the 
throat, and is departing : give me the bottle. 

{prinks. 

Must A short life and a merry, I say. 

[Steph. whispers Sycorax. 

Sye. But did he tell you so ? 

S^eph. He said you were as ugly as your mother, 
and tnat he maraed you only to get possession of 
the island. 

StfC. My mother's devils fetch him for't ! 

JS^eph. And your father^s too. Hem ! skink about 
his grace's health again. O if you will but cast .an 
eye of pity upon me — 

Sye. I will cast two eyes of pity on thee ; I love 
thee more than haws or blackberries. I have a 
hoard of wildings in the moss, my brotha* knows 
. not of 'em ; but I'll bring thee where they are. 

Steph. Trinpalo was but my man, when time was. 

Sye. Wert thou his god, and didst thou give him 
liquor ? 

Steph. I gave him brandy, and drunk sack my- 
. self. Wilt thou leave him, and thou shalt be my 
princess ? 

Sye. If thou canst make me glad with this li- 
quor. 

Steph. I'll warrant thee we'll ride into the coun* 
try where it grows. 
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Sffc. How wilt thou cany me thither ? 
Steph. Upon a hackney-devil of thy mother^s. 

Tnnc. What's that you will do ? Ha ! I hope you 
have not betrayed me ? — How does my pigsnye ? 

[2b Stcobax. 

Sjfc. Begone ! thou shalt not be my lord ; thou 
say'st I'm ugly. 

Trine. Did you tell her so ?*»-Ha ! he's a rogue; 
do not believe him, chuck. 

Steph. The foul words were yours. I will not 
eat 'em for you. 

Trine. I see, if once a rebel, then ever a rebel 
Did I receive thee into grace for this ? I will cor- 
rect thee with my royal nand, [^Strikes Steph. 

Sye. Dost thou hurt my love ? [Flies at Tbinc. 

Trine. Where are our guards ? Treason! Treason ! 

[Vent. Sf ust. Caxib. run betwkt. 

Vent. Who took up arms first, the prince or the 
people ? 

Trine. This fiilse traitor has corrupted the wife 
of my bosom. [ Whispers Mustacho hasiifyS\ Mus- 
tacho, strike on my side, and thou shalt be my 
viceroy. 

Must. I am against rebels. — ^Ventoso, obey your 
viceroy. 

VejiU You a viceroy ? 

[They two fight qffjirom Ae reri. 

Steph. Ha ! Hector monster ! do you stand neu* 
ter? 

Calih. Thou would'st drink my liquor, I will not 
.help thee. 

Syc. 'Twas his doing that I had such a husband, 
but I'll claw him. 

[Syc. and Caiar. fights Syc. beathffkim^ 
the stage. 
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IVinc. The whole nation is up in arms, and shall 
I stand idle ? 

[Trinc. beats ^Steph. to the door. Exit 
Steph. 
Ill hot pursue too far, for fear the enemy will rally 
again, and surprise my butt in the citadel. Well, 
I must be rid of my Lady Trincalo, she will be in 
the fashion else; fu^, cuckold her husband, and 
then sue for a separation, to get alimony. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. — TTie Cypress-trees and Caoe. 

I r 

Enter Ferdinand and Hipfolito with iheir 

suHnds drawn. 

Perd. Come, sir, our cave affords no choice of 
place. 
But the ground's firm and even : Are you ready ? 

Sip. As ready as yourself, sir. 

JFeird. You remember 
On what conditions we must fight ? Who first 
Receives a wound is to submit. 

Hip. Come, come. 
This loses time ; now for the women, sir. 

[They fight a little^ Ferdinand hurts him. 

Ferd. Sir, you are wounded. 

liip. No. 

Ferd. Believe your blood. 

Mip. I feel no hurt, no matter for my blood. 

Ferd. Remember our conditions. 

Hip. I will not leave, till my sword hits you too, 
[Hip. presses on. Feed, retires and wards. 

Ferd. Tin loth to kill you ; you are unskilful, sir. 

Hy9. You beat aside my sword, but let it come 
As near as yours, and you shall see my skill. 

Ferd. You fidnt for loss of blood, I see you stag- 
ger; 
Pray, sir, retire. 
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Hip. No ! I wOl ne'er go back. — 
Methinks the cave turns round, I cannot find— 

Ferd. Your eyes begin to dazzle. 

Hip. Why do you swim so, and dance about me ? 
Stand but still till I have made one thrust. ] 

[Hip. thrusts andfaUs. 

Ferd. O help, help, help ! 
Unhappy man ! what have I done ? 

Hip. I'm going to a cold sleep, but when I wake, 
I'll fight again. Pray stay for me. [Swoons. 

Ferd. He's gone ! 
He's gone! O stay, sweet, lovely youth ! Help ! help ! 

Enter Prospero. 

Prosp* What dismal noise is that ? 

Fera. O see, sir, see. 
What mischief my unhappy hand has wrought f 

Prosp. Alas ! how much in vain doth feeble art 
Endeavour to resist the will of heaven ? [Rubs Hip. 
He's gone for ever ; O thou cruel son 
Of an inhuman father ! all my designs 
Are ruin'd and unravell'd by this blow. 
No pleasure now is left me but revenge, 

Ferd. Sir, if you knew my innocence— 

Prosp. Peace, peace ! 
Can thy excuses give me back his life ? — 
What, Ariel ? sluggish spirit, where art thou ? 

Enter Ariel. 

Ariel. Here, at thy beck, my lord. 

Prosp. Ay, now thou comest. 
When fate is past, and not to be recall'd. 
Look there, and glut the malice of thy nature ; 
For, as thou art thyself, thou canst not but 
Be glad to see young virtue nipt i' the blossom^ 

Ariel. My lord, the Being high above can wit^ 
ness. 
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I am not glad ; we airy spirits are not of 

A temper so malicious as the earthy. 

But of a nature more approaching good ; 

For which we meet in swarms^ and often combat 

Betwixt the confines of the air and earth. 

JFVtwp. Why didst thou not prevent, at least 
foretel. 
This fatal action, then ? 

jisid. Pardon, great sir ! 
[ meant to do it, but I was forbidden 
By the ill genius of Hippolito, 
WTio came and threatened me, if I disclosed it. 
To bind me in the bottom of the sea. 
Far fi'om the lightsome regions of the air, 
[My native fields) above a hundred years. 

Pro9p. Ill chain thee in the north for thy ne- 
glect, 
Within the burning bowels of mount Hecla ; 
m singe thy airy wings with sulph'rous flames, 
And choke thy tender nostrils with blue smoke ; 
At ev'ry hickup of the belching mountain. 
Thou shalt be lifted up to taste fresh air. 
And then fall down again. 

Ariel. Pardon, dread lord ! 

Progp. No more of pardon than just heaven in- 
tends thee, 
Shalt thou e'er find from me : Hence ! fly with 

speed. 
Unbind the charms which hold this murderer's fa- 
ther, 
knA bring him, with my brother, straight before 
me. 

Ariel. Mercy, my potent lord ! and I'll out-fly 
rhy thought [^Exit Ariel. 

Perd. O heavens ! what words are these I heard, 
ITet cannot see who spoke 'em ? Sure the woman 
lYhom I loved was like this, some airy vision. 
2 
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Prosp. No, murderer ! Bhe*8| like thee, of mortal 
mould, 
But much too pure to mix with thy black crimes ; 
Yet she has faults, and must be punished for them. 
— Miranda and Dorinda ! where are ye ? 
The will of heaven's aeoomplish'd : I have now 
No more to fear, and nothing left to hope ; 
Now you may enter. 

Enter Miaanda and Dobinda. 

Mir. My love ! is it permitted me to see 
You once again ? 

Prom, You come to look your last ; 
I will for ever take him from your eyes. 
But, on my blessing, speak not, nor approach him. 

Dor. Fray, father, is not this my sister^s man ? 
He has a noble form ; but yet he's not 
So excellent as my Hippolito. 

Prosp. Alas^ poor girl ! thou hast no man : Look 
yonder ; 
There's all of him that's left. 

Ihr. Why, was there ever any more of him ? 
He lies asleep, sir ; shall I waken him ? 

TS^e kneels by Hippolito^ andjogi him. 

Perd. Alas ! he's never to be waKed again. 

Dor. My love, my love ! wilt thou not speak to 
me? — 
I fear vou have displeased him, sir, and now 
He will not answer me ; he's dumb and cold too ; 
But I'll run straight, and make a fire to warm him. 

\^Ea!it Do&tKDA» rwmbig. 

Enter A1.0HZO9 Gonzalo, Antonio ; andAMiEh 

invisible. 

Alon. Never were beasts so hunted into toils, 
As we have been pursued by dreadful sluipeB.**-* 
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But is not that my son ? O Ferdinand ! 
If thou art not a ghost, let me embrace thee. 

Ferd. My father ! O sinister happiness ! 
Is it decreed I should recover you 
Alive, just in that fatal hour, when this 
Brave youth is lost in death, and by my hand ? 

Ant^ Heaven ! what new wonder's this ? 

G€n%. This isle is full of nothing else. 

Pnwp. You stare upon me, as you ne'er had seen 
me; 
Have fifteen years so lost me to your knowledge. 
That you retain no memory of Frospero ? 

Gmhu The good old Duke of Milan ! 

Vt09p. I wonder less. 
That thou, Antonio, know'st me not, because 
Thou didst long since forget I was thy brother, 
£lse 1 had ne'er been here. 

Ant. Shame choaks my words. 

AlanM. And wonder mine. 

IViMp. For you, usurping prince, [7b Alonz. 
Kiiow^ by my art you were shipwreck'd on tiiis 

isle. 

Where, after I a while had punish'd you, 
My vengeance would have ended ; I design'd 
To mat^ that son of yours with this my £iughter. 

Abmsk Fursue it still, I am most willing to it. 

IViMp. So am not I. No marriages can prosper. 
Which are with murderers made ; look on that corpse. 
TtiBf whilst he lived, was young Hippolito ; 
That in^t Duke of Mantua, sir, whom you 
Exposed with me ; and here I bred him up, 
Till that blood-thirsty man, that Ferdinand--~- 
But why do I exclaim on him, when justice 
Calls to unsheath her sword against his guilt ? 

Ahmu What do you mean ? 

Prom. To execute heaven's laws. 
Here I am placed by heaven, here I am prince. 
Though you have dispossessed me of my Milan. 
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Blood calls for blood ; your Ferdinand shall die, , 
And I, in bitterness, have sent for you. 
To have the sudden joy of seeing him alive. 
And then the greater grief to see him die. 

Alonz. And think'st thou I, or these, will tamely 
stand. 
To view the execution ? [Lays handvpon his sword. 

Ferd. Hold, dear father ! 
I cannot suffer you to attempt agauist 
His life, who gave her being whom I love. 

Prosp. Nay, then appear my guards — I thought 
no more 
To use their aid ; (I'm cursed because I used it) 

[He stamps^ and many Spirits appear. 
But they are now the ministers of heaven. 
Whilst I revenge this murder. 

Alon%. Have I for this 
Found thee, my son, so soon again to lose thee ? 
Antonio, Gonzalo, speak for pity. 

Ferd. Adieu, my fairest mistress. [ To MiR. 

Mir. Now I can hold no longer ; I must speak. 
Though I am loth to disobey you, sir : 
Be not so cruel to the man I love. 
Or be so kind to let me suffer with him. 

Ferd. Recall that prayer, or I shall wish to live, 
Though death be all the 'mends that I can make. 

Pro^. This night I will allow you, Ferdinand, 
To fit you for your death ; that cave's your prison. 

Alon%. Ah, Prospero ! hear me speak. You are 
a father : — 
Look on my age, and look upon his youth. 

Prosp. No more ! all you can say is urged in vain, 
I have no room for pity left within me. 
Do you refuse ? — ^Help, Ariel, with your fellows, 
To drive them in ; Alonzo and his son 
Bestow in yonder cave, and here Gronzalo. 
Shall with Antonio lodge. 

"" Hs drive them in, as they are appointed. 
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Enter Dobinba. 

Ihr. Sir, I have made a fire ; shall he be warm'd? 

Pro8p. He's dead, and vital warmth will ne'er 
return. 

JDor. Dead, sir ! what's that ? 

Pro9p. His soul has left his body. 

Dor. When will it come again ? 

Prosp. O never, never ! 
He must be laid in earth, and there consume. 

Tkr. He shall not lie in earth ; you do not know 
How well he loves me : Indeed he'll come again. 
He told me he would go a little while. 
But promised me he would not tarry long. 

Ptoap. He's murder'd by the man who loved your 
sister. 
Now both of you may see what 'tis to break 
A father's precept ; you would needs see man. 
And by that sight are made for ever wretched ; 
Hippolito is dead, and Ferdinand 
Must die for murdering him« 

Mir. Have you no pity ? 

Prosp. Your disobedience has so much incensed 
me. 
That I this night can leave no blessing with you. 
Help to convey the body to my couch. 
Then leave me to mourn over it alone. 

{^They bear off the body qfHiF. 

Enter Mibanda and Dorinda again. Ariel 

behind them. 

Ariel. I've been so chid for my neglect by Pros- 
pero. 
That I must now watch all, and be unseen. 

HGr. Sister, I say again, 'twas long of you. 
That all this mischief happen'd. 

Dor. Blame not me 
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For your own fault ; your curiosity 
Brought me to see the man. 

Mir. You safely might 
Have seen him, and retired, but you would needs 
Gro near him, and converse ; you may remember 
My father caird me thence, and I cdl'd you. 

Dor. That was your envy, sister, not your love ; 
You caird me thence, because you could not be 
Alone with him yourself; but I am sure 
My man had never gone to heaven so soon. 
But that yours made him go. \!Oryi»g, 

Mir. Sister, I could not wish that either of thm 
Should go to heaven without us ; but it viras 
His fortune, and you must be satisfied. 

Ihr. I'll not be satisfied : My father vsajra 
He'll make your man as cold as mine is now ; 
And when he is made cold, my father will 
Not let you strive to make him warm again. 

Mir. In spite of you, mine never shall be cold. 

Ihr. I'm sure 'twas he that made me miserable, 
And I will be revenged. Perhaps you think 
'Tis nothing to love a man. 

Mir. Yes, but there is 
Some difference betwixt my Ferdinand, 
And your Hippolito. 

Dor. Ay, there's your judgment : 
Your's is the oldest man I ever saw^ 
Except it were my father. 

Mir. Sister, no more ; 
It is not comely in a daughter, when 
She says her father's old. 

Dor. But why do I 
Stay here, whilst my cold love perhaps may want me? 
I'll pray my &ther to make yours cold too. 

Mir. Sister, I'll never sleep with you again. 

Dor. I'll never more meet in a bed with you, 
But lodge on the bare ground, and watch my love. 
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Mir. And at the entrance of that cave I'll lie. 
And echo to each blast of wind a sigh, 

[Exeunt severally^ looJdng discmtentedly on 
one another. 
Ariel. Harsh discord reigns throughout this fetal 
isle. 
At which good angels mourn, ill spirits smile. 
Old Frospero, by his daughters robb'd of rest. 
Has in displeasure left them both unblest. 
Unkindly they abjure each other's bed. 
To save the living, and revenge the dead. 
Alonzo, and his son, are prisoners made^ 
Ahd good Gk)nzalo does their crimes upbraid. 
Antonio and Gonzalo disagree. 
And would, though in one cave, at distance be. 
The seamen all that cursed wine have spent. 
Which still renew'd their thirst of government ; 
. And wanting subjects for the food of power, 
Each would, to rule alone, the rest devour. 
The monsters, Sycorax, and Caliban, 
)Moie monstrous grow by passions leam'd from 

man. 
Even I, not framed of warring elements, 
. Partake and su£Eer in these discontents. 
Why should a mortal, by enchantments, hold 
In diains a spirit of etherial mould ? 
Accursed magic we ourselves have taught. 
And oiu: own power has our subjections wrought ! 

[ExtU 
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Enter Feosfeeo and Mieanda. 

Proep. You beg in vain ; I cannot pardon him ; 
He has offended Heaven. 
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Mir. Then let Heaven punish him. 

Prasp. It will, by me. 

Mir. Grant him, at least, some le^ite for vof 
sake. 

Prasp. I, b^ deferring justice, should incense 
The deity against myself and you. . 

Mir. Yeit I have heard you say, the Foweirs abo?:e 
Are slow in punishing ; and should not you 
Resemble them ? 

Prosp. The argument is weak. 
But I want time to let you see your errors { 
Retire, and, if you love him, pray for him. 

[He's going. 

Mir. And can you be his judge and execution^:? 

Prosp. I cannot force Gonzalo or my brother, 
Much less the father to destroy the son ; 
It must be then the monster Caliban, 
And he's not here ; but Ariel strait shall fetch him. 

Enter AjiiEli. 

Ariel. My po.tent lord, before thou call'st I 
come. 
To serve thy will. 

Prosp. Then, spirit, fetch m^ here my savage 
slave. 

Ariel. My lord, it does not need. 

Pro^. Art thou then prone to mischief wilt 
thou be 
•Thyself the executioner ? 

Ariel. Think better of thy airy minister. 
Who, for thy sake, unbidden, this night has flowij 
O'er almost all the habitable wprld. 

Prosp. But to what purpose was all thy diligence? 

Ariel. When I was chidden by my mighty lord, 
For my neglect of young Hippolito, 
I went to view his body, and soon found 
His soul was but retired, not sallied out : 
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Then I collected 

The. best of simples underneath the moon. 

The best of balms, and to the wound applied 

The healing juice of vulnerary herbs. 

His only danger was his loss of blood. 

But now he's waked, my lord, and just this hour 

He must be dress'd again, as I have done it. 

Anoint the sword which' pierced him with this wea-< 

pon-salve, and wrap it close £rom air^ till I have 

time to visit him again. 

Prosp. Thou art my faithful servant ; 
It shall be done.-rBe it your task, Miranda, 
Because your sister is not present here ; 
While I go visit your dear Ferdinand, 
From whom I will awhile conceal the news. 
That it may be more welcome. 

Mir. I obey you. 
And with a- double duty, sir. For now. 
You twice haye given me life. 

Prosp. My Ariel, follow me. [^Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II. 

HiPPOLiTO discovered on a couch^ Dqrinda hy him* 

Dor. How do you find yourself? 

SKp. I'm somewhat cold ; 
Can you not draw me nearer to the sun ? 
I am too weak to walk. 

JDor. My love, I'll try. 

[She draws the chair nearer to the audience. 
I thought you never would have walk'd again ; 
They told me you were gone to heaven ; 
H^ve yqu been there ? 

Hip. I know not where I was. 

Dor. I. will not leave you till you promise me, 
Ypu will not die again. 

flip. Indeed, I will not. 

Dor. You must not go to heaven, unless we gp 
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Together ; for I have heard my father say. 
That we must strive to be each other^s guide, 
The way to it will else be difficult. 
Especially to those who are so young ; 
But I much wonder what it is to die. 

Hip. Sure 'tis to dream, a kind of breathless sleep, 
when once the soul's gone out. 

Dor. What is the soul ? 

Hip. A small blue thing, that runs about with- 
in us. 

Dor. Then I haVe seen it in a fit>sty morning, 
Kun smoaking from my mouth. 

Hip. But, dear Dorinda, 
What is become of him who fought with me? 

Dor. O ! I can tell you joyful news of him ; 
My father means to make hun die to-day. 
For what he did to you. 

Hip. That must not be. 
My dear Dorinda ; go, and beg your father. 
He may not die ; it was my fault he hurt me^ 
I urged him to it first. 

Dor. But if he live, he'll never leave killing you. 

Hip. O no ! I just remember when I fell asleep, 
I heard him calling me a great way off. 
And crying over me as you would do ; 
Besides, we have no cause of quarrel now. 

Dor. Pray, how began your difference first ? 

Hip. I fought with him, for all the women in 
the world. 

Dor. That hurt you had, was justly sent fixnsi 
heaven, 
For wishing to have any more but me. 

Hip. Indeed I think it was, but I repent it ; 
The feult was only in my blood, for now 
'Tis gone, I find I do not love so many. 

Dof\ In confidence of this, I'll beg my father 
That he may live ; I'm glad the naughty bkx)d, 
Tliat made you love so many, is gone out. 
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Hip, My dear, go quickly, lest you come too 
late. [Exit Doit. 

JEnter Miranda at the other door^ m(h Hipfo- 

LiTo'si sword u^rapt up. 

JEBp. Who's this, who looks so fau* and beautiful. 
As nothing but Dorinda can surpass her ? 
O ! I believe it is that angel woman. 
Whom she calls sister. 

Mir. Sir, I am sent hither 
To dress your wound; how do you find your 
strength ? 

Hip. Fan* creature, I am faint with loss of blood. 

Mir. I am sorry for it. 

Hip* Indeed, and so am I ; 
For if I had that blood, I then should find 
A gi^t delight in loving you. 

Sfir. But, sir, 
I am another^s, and your love is given 
Already to my sister. 

Hip. Yet I find. 
That, if you please, I can love still a little. 

Mir. I cannot be inconstant, nor should you. 

Hip. O my wound pains me. 

Mtr. I am come to ease you. 

\She unwraps the sword. 

Hip. Alas ! I feel the cold air come to me ; 
My wound shoots worse than ever. 

[^She wipes, and anoints the sword. 
. Mir. Does it still grieve you ? 
. Hip. Now methinks, there's something 
Laid^ust upon it. 

Mtr. Do you find no ease? 

Hip. Yes, yes, upon the sudden, all the pain 
Is leaving me. Sweet heaven, how I am eased ! 

•VOL. m. K 
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Enter Ferdinand and Dorinda to them. 

Ferd. [ To iXr.] Madam, I must confess my life 
is yours, 
I owe it to your generosity. 

JDor. I am oveijoy'd my &ther lets you live. 
And proud of my good fortune that he gave 
Your life to me. 

Mir. How ? gave his life to her ! 

Hip. Alas ! I think she said so, and he said. 
He owed it to her generosity. 

Ferd. But is not that your sister with Hippolito? 

/X^. So kind already ? 

Ferd. I came to welcome life^ and I have met 
The cruellest of deaths. 

Hip. My dear Dorinda with another man ? 

Hw. Sister, what business have you here ? 

Mir. You see I dress Hippolita 

Hw. You're very charitable to a stranger. 

Mir. You are not much behind in charity. 
To beg a pardon for a man, whom you 
Scarce ever saw before. 

JDar. Henceforward let your surgery alone. 
For I had rather he should die, than you 
Should cure his wound. 

Mir. And I wish Ferdinand had died, before 
He owed his life to your entreaty. . 

Ferd. to Hip. Sir, I am glad you arC: so wdl 
recovered. 
You keep your humour still to have all women ? 

Hip. Not all, sir ; you except one of the numba*, 
Your new love there, Dorinda. 

Mir. Ah, Ferdinand ! can you become inconstant? 
If I must lose you, I had rather death 
Should take you £rom me, than you take yourself. 

Ferd. And if I might have chose, I would have 
wish'd 
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That death from Prospero, and not this from you. 

Dor. Ay, now I find why I was sent away, 
Fhat you might have my sister's company. 

Hip. Dorinda, kill me not with your unkindness ; 
rhis is too much, first to be false yourself, 
^d then accuse me too. 

Ferd. We all accuse 
Bach other, and each one denies their guilt : 
[ should be glad it were a mutual error ; . 
And, therefore, first to clear myself from &ult, 
IMEadam, I beg your pardon, while I say, 
[ onty love your sister. [ To Dor. 

Jlfir. O, blest word ! 
Pm sure I love no man but Ferdinand. 

Uar. Nor I, Heaven knows, but my Hippolito. 

Sip. I never knew I loved so much, before 
I feared Dorinda's constancy ; but now 
I am convinced, that I loved none but her ; 
Because none else can recompense her loss. 

Ferd. Twas happy, then, we had this little trial ; 
But how we all so much mistook, I know not. 

Mir. I have only this to say in my defence ; 
My fether sent me hither, to attend 
The wounded stranger. 

Ihr. And Hippmito 
Sent me to beg the life of Ferdinand. 

Ferd. From such small errors, left at first un- 
heeded. 
Have often sprung sad accidents in love. — 
But see, our fathers and our friends are come 
To mix their joys with ours. 

Fnter Prospebo, Alonzo, Antonio, and 

GONZALO. 

Alan, to Prosp. Let it no more be thought of; 
Your purpose, though it was severe, was just. 
In losing Ferdinand, I should have mourn'd. 
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But could not have oomplain'd. 

Prosp. Sir, I am glad 
Kind Heaven deere^ it otherwise. 

Dor. O wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there here ! 
How beauteous mankind is ! 

Hip. O, brave new world. 
That has such people in't ! 

AUm. to Ferd. Now all the blessings 
Of a glad &ther compass thee about. 
And make thee happy in thy beauteous choice. 

Gon%. I've inward wept, or should have spoken 
ere this. — 
Look down, sweet Heaven ! and on this couple drop 
A blessed crown ; for it is you chalk'd out 
The way, which brought us hither. 

Anto. Though penitence^ 
Forced by necessity, can scarce seem real. 
Yet, dearest brother, I have hope my blood 
May plead for pardon with you. I resign 
Dominion, which, 'tis true, I could not keep. 
But Heaven knows too, I would not, 

Prosp. All past crimes 
I bury in the joy of this blessed day. 

Aim. And, that I may not be behind in justice, 
To this young prince I render back his dukedom, 
And as the Duke of Mantua, thus salute him. 

Hip. What is it that you render back ? methinks 
You give me nothing. 

Profp. You are to be lord 
Of a great people, and o'er towns and cities. 

Hip, And shall these people be all men and wo- 
men? 

G(m%. Yes, and shall call you lord. 

Hip. Why, then, I'll live no longer in a prison^ 
But have a whole cave to myself hereafter. 

Prosp. 'And, thatyour happiness may be complete, 
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I give you my Dorinda for your wife : 
She shall be yours for ever, when the priest 
Has made you one. 

Hip. How can he tnake us one ? SfaaU I grow 
to her? 

JVtMp. By saying holy words, you shall be joined 
In marriage to ead^ oliier. 

Uar. I warrant you, those holy words are charms : 
My father means to conjure us together. ; • 

Pro9p. My Ariel told me, when last night you 
quarrell'd, [ To his davgkter$. 

Ycni said you would for ever part your beds. 
But what you threatened in your angers heavai 
Has tum'd to prophecy ; 
For yout Miranda, must with Ferdinand, 
And you, Dorinda, with Hippolito, 
lie in one bed hereafter. 

AloH. And heaven make 
Those beds still fruitful in producing ^children. 
To bless their parents' youth, and grandsires' age. 

Mir. to Dor. If children come by lying in a &d, 
I wonder you and I had none between us. 

IJor. Sister, it was our fault ; we meant, like fi>ols. 
To look 'em in the fields, and they, it seems. 
Are only found in beds. 

JHip. I am o'er-joy'd. 
That 1 shall have Dorinda in a bed ; 
We'll lie all night and day together there. 
And never rise again. 

Ferd. [Aside to himJ\ Hippolito ! You yet 
Are ignorant of your great happiness ; 
But there is something, which, for your own and fair 
Dorinda's sake, I must instruct you in. 

Hip. Fray teach me quickly. 
How men and women, in your world, make love ; 
I shall soon learn, I warrant you. 



198 THE TEMPEST. ACT V. 

Enter Ariel, driving in Stephano, Trincalo, 
MusTACHO, Ventoso, Caliban, (md Sycorax. 

Prosp. Why, that's my dainty Arid; I shall miss 
thee. 
But yet ihou shalt have freedom. 

Gim9u O look, sir, look ! The master and the 
sailors— 
The boatswain too— my prophecy is out. 
That if a 'gallows were on knd, that man 
Could ne'er be drown'd. 

AUm. Npw,bla8phemy ; what, not one oath ashore! 
Hast thou no mouth by land ? Why starest thou so? 

[To TRIKCALa 

Trine. What ! more dukes yet ? I must resign 
my dukedom ; 
But 'tis no matter, I was almost starved iift. 

Must. Here's nothing but wild sallads, without 
oil or vinegar. 

Steph. The duke and prince alive ! Would I had 
now 
Our gallant ship again, and were her master. 
I'd willingly give all my island for her. 

Vent. And I my viceroyship. 

Trine. I shall need no hangman ; for I shall even 
hang myself, now my friend Butt has shed. his last 
drop of life. Poor Butt is quite departed. 

Anto. They talk like madmen. 

Prosp. No matter, time wiU bring 'em to them^ 
selves, . . 

And now their wine is gone, they will not quarrel 
Your ship is safe and tight, and bravely rigged. 
As when you first set sail. 

Aim. This news is wonderful. 

Ariel. Was it well done, my lord ? 

Prosp. Rarely, my diligence. 
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Chnz. But pray, sir, what are those mis-shapen 
creatures ? 

Prosp. Their mother was a witch ; and one so 
strong. 
She would oontroul the moon, make flows and ebbs. 
And deal in her command without her power. 

Stfc. O Setebos ! these be brave spirits indeed. 

Prasp. Go, sirrah, to my cell, and, as you hope 
For p^on, trim it up. [To Cal. 

Calib. Most carefully. I will be wise hereafter. 
What a dull fool was I, to take those drunkards 
For gods, when such as these were in the world ! 

JPhMp. Sir, I invite your highness and your train 
To my poor cave this night ; a part of which 
I wiU employ, in telling you my story. 

Alan. No doubt it must be strangely taking, sir. 

JRrewp. When the morn dawns, I'll bring you to 
your ship. 
And promise you calm seas, and happy gales.—- 
My Ariel, that's thy charge. Then to the elements 
Be fiee, and £axe thee weU ! 

Ariel. I'U do it, master. 

Progp. Now, to make amends 
For the rough treatment you have found to-day, 
ril entertain you with my magic art ; 
ril, by my power, transform this place, and call 
Up tiiose, that shsJl make good my promise to you. 

SCENE IL — Changes to the JRocis, with the arch 
of Bocks, and arnn Sea. Music piaying on (lie 

Prosp. Neptune, and your fair Amphitrite, rise ; 
Oceanus, witn your Tethys too, appear ; 
All ye sea-gods, and goddesses, appear ! 
Come^ all ye Tritons ; all ye Nereids, come, 
And teach your saucy element to obey. 

6 



SOO THETEHFBST. ' ACT T. 

For you have princes now to entertain^ 

And unsoil'd beauties^ with fresh youthful lovers, 

Neptune, Amphitrite, Oceaktts* omA Tethys, 
tgopear in a Chariot, draum with Sea-horses ; tm 
emh side of the Chariot, Sea^ Gods, and Goddessa, 
r, and Nereids. 



Alon. This is prodigious ! 

Jtnto. Ah ! what amazing objects do we we ! 

Oonx. This art doth much exceed all hunmn skill 

Amph. My lord, great Nephine,for iny sake. 
Of these bright beauties jdty take .; 
And to the rest allow 
Your mercy too. 
Let this enraged element be stiU, 

Let j3EoIus tihey my will: 
Let him his boisUrous prisoners sq/ely keep 

In their dark caverns ; and no more 
Let them disturb the bosom qfthe deep. 
Till these arrive upon their wish'd-Jhr 
shore. 
Nept. So much my Amphitrite's love Iprine, 

That no commands of her^s I can despise. 

Tethys no furrows now shall wear, 
Oceanus no wrinkles on his brow. 
Let your serenest looks appear ! 
Be calm and gentle now. 
Nent C ^^ ^^*^> y^ ^eat parents of the floods and 

and < tlie springs, 
Anmh r '^^'*^ ^^* Nereid and IViton plays, re- 

P * ^ vels, and sings. 
Ocean^ Confine the roaring winds, and we 

Will soon obey you chearfuUy. 



Chorus 1 Tie i^ the winds^ (njid we^U obey ; 
qf Trit. > Upon tkejlooda ioefU sing and play, 
^ Ner. } And celebrate a Malcyon day. 

[Here the Dancers mingle with the 
Singers, and perform a dance, 
Nept» Great nephewy ASoms, ma^ no ndise, 

Munsde your roaring baysi 

[-ffiOLUS appears. 
Amph. Let ^em not bluster to msturb our ears. 

Or strike these noble passengers tvitkjears^ 
Nept. Affiird *em onJy such an easy gale. 
As pleasantly may sweU each sail. 
Amph. While feUsea-monsters cause intesiinejars. 

This empire you invade by foreign wars. 
Nept. But you shall now be stUl, 

And shall obey my Amphilrit^s will. 
MdvLS \ You Til obey, who at one stroke can make, 
descends J With your dread trident, the whole earth 

to quake. 
Come down, my blusterers, swell no more. 
Your stormy rageghe &er. 

[Winds from the four comers appear. 
Ijet all black tempests cease. 

And let the troubled ocean rest : 
Let all the sea enjoy as calm a peace, 
Aswherethehalcyonbuildsherquietnest. 
To yawr prisons below, 
Down, down you must go : 
You in the earth's entrails your revels may 

keep ; 
But no more till I call shall you trouble 
the deep. . [Winds fly down. 

Now they are gone, dU stormy wars sJiaU 

cease; 
Then letyaur trumpeters proclaima peace. 
Amph. Tritons, my sons, your trumpets sound, 

And let the noise Jrom neighbouring shores 

rebound. 
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Sound a calm. 

iSaund a calm. 

Choru&.KSound a calm. 

acabtk 
Sound a calm. 
[Here the Tritons, at every repeat of Sound a 
calm^ changing their figure and postures, 
seem to sound ueir wreauied trumpets made 
of shells. 

A symphony of music, like tnunpets, to which 

four Tritons dance. 

Nept. SeCf see, the heavens smile ; aUyour traubltt 

are past. 
Your joys, by black clouds, shaRnomore he 
overcast. 
Amph. On this barren isle ye shdUlose aUyow 

Jears, 
Leave behind aU your sorrows, and banisk 
your cares. 

loves and your Uves shall m 

Both } ^fety enjoy; 

No influence of stars shall your quiet de- 
stroy. 

Chorus ( And your loves, S^c. 
of all. \ No influence, S§c. 

[Here the Dancers mingle with the Singers. 
Ocean. We^U scffely convey yon to your awn happy 

shore. 
And yonfs and your country* s soft peace 
fvill restore. 
Tethys. To treat you, blest lovers, as yon sail on 

ihe de6p. 
The Tritons and Sea-nymphs their revels 
shall keep, 
r On the stvift dolphins' backs they shall sing 

Both \ rJ^ sUaUplay ; 

i Iney shall guard you by n^iht, md delight 
V yow by day. 
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CSiorus ( On the mnft^S^cl ' 

of all. \ And ^haU guard, SgcJ 

£Here the Dancers mingle with the Singers. 

[A dance of twelve Tritons. 

Mir. What charming things are these ? 

JDar. What heavenly power is this ? 

Prosp. Now, my Ariel, be visible. 
And let the rest of your aerial train 
Appear, and entertain them with a song. 
And tl^ farewell, my long-loved ArieL 



• .1 »■ 



SCENE IIL — Changes to the Bising Sun, and a 
number of Aerial Spirits in the Air; Ariel 
flying jrem the Sun, advances towards the Pit. 

Alon. Heaven ! What are these we see ? 

Prosp. They are spirits, with which the air abounds 
In swarms, but that they are not subject 
To poor feeble mortal eyes. 

Anto. O wondrous sloU ! 

Crom^ O power divine ! 

Abiel, and the rest, sing thefoTMmng Sofog. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I; 

In a cowslip^ s bed I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the swaUoufs vmgs I fly, 

Afier summer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shaU I live now. 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Song ended, Ariel speaks, hovering in the air. 

Ariel. My noble master ! 
May theirs and your blest joys never impair ! 
And for the freedom I enjoy in air, 
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I will be still your Ariel, and wait 
On airy accidents that work for &te. 
Whatever shall your happiness concern. 
From your still faithful Ariel you shall leafn. 

Prosp. Thou hast been always diligent and kind. 
Farewell, my long-loved Ariel ! ihou shalt find 
I wiU preserve thee ever in my mind. 
Henceforth this isle to the afflicted be 
A place of refuge^ as it was to me : 
The promises of blooming spring live here^ 
And all the blessings of uie ripening y^nr. 
On my retreat let Heaven and Nature smile. 
And ever flourish the Enchanted Isle, ^Eaeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 



Gallants, by all good signs it does appear^ 
That sixty-seven's a very damning year. 
For knaves abroad^ and for ill poets here. 

Among the muses there's a general rot. 

The rhyming monsieur, and the Spanish plot ; 

Defy or court, all's one, they go to pot 

The ghosts of poets walk within this place. 
And haunt us actors wheresoever we pass. 
In visions bloodier than King Richard's was. 

Fbr this poor wretch, he has not much to say. 
But quietly brings in his part o'th' play. 
And begs the favour to be damn'd to-day. 

He sends me only like a sherifiTs man here. 
To let you kUow the malefactor's near^ 
And that he means to die, en cavalier. 

For, if you should be gracious to his pen. 
The example wiU prove iU to other men. 
And you'll be troubled with them all again. 
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TO HIS GRACE, 

WILLIAM, 

DUKK OF NEWCASTLE,* 

ONE OF HIS majesty's 

MOST HONOURABLE PRIVV COUNCIL, AND OF THE 

MOST NOBLE OEDRE OF THE GARTER, &C. 



MAY IT PLEASE YOUU GEACE, 

A MONGST those few persons of wit and honour, 
whose favourable opinion I have desired, your own 
virtue, and my great obligations to your grace, have 
justly given you the precedence. For what could 
be more glorious to me, than to have acquired some 
part of your esteem, who are admired and honoured 



• William Cavendish, Duke of Newcastle^ distunguish^fd him- 
self in the Civil Wars of Charles L He miffht have possessed him- 
self of Hull^ had the king more early resolved on an open rupture 
with the parliament* When the war broke out, he levied an ar- 
nijr of 8000 meni secured the northern counties for the king^ and 
raised the siege of York. The invasion of the Scots prevented 
his farther success ; but he defeated the parliamentary forces in 
^•veral actions, and shewed all the talents of a great soldier. Af- 
ter the loss of the battle of Marston Moor« which Prince Rupert 
hasarded ia opposition to his advice^ he left England in disgust, 
and did not return till the Restoration. He was much respected 
wh«n abroad^ and acquired the favour of many princes^ and> 

VOL. lU. O 
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by all good men ; who have been, for so many years 
together, the pattern and standard of honour to the 
nation ; and whose whole life has been so great an 
example of heroic virtue, that we might wonder 
how it happened into an age so corrupt as ours, if 
it had not likewise been a part of the former. As 
you came into the world with all the advantages of 
a noble birth and education, so you have rendered 



amongRt others, of Don John of Austria. His skill in the eques- 
trian art was, perhaps, as great a recommendation, as his noUe 
birth and unstained loyalty. During the wars, he had been raised 
from the rank of earl to that of marquis ; and after the Re8ti>- 
ration he was created Duke of Newcastle. He wrote Several playi, 
of which we know only tlie name» ; '' The Country Captain," 
" Variety," '* The Humourous Lovers," and " The Triumphant 
Widow," He also translated Moliere's ** L'Etourdi/* whicn our 
author converted into " Sir Martin Mar-all." But his most no- 
ted work is a splendid fblio on horsemanship, with engravingi; 
in which, after his grace has been represented in every possude 
attitude and dress, he is at length depicted mounted on Pegasw, 
and in the act of ascending from a circle of Houyhnhnms^ kneel- 
ing around liim in the act of adoration. 

His once celebrated Duchess was Margaret, dauffhter of Sir 
Charles Lucas. She was his grace's second wife^ and married to 
him during his exile. A most voluminous author; she wrote 
nineteen plays, besides philosophical essays, letters, and orations. 
For the former she has condescended to leave the following apo- 
logy:— 

The Latin phrases I could never tell. 
But JonsoD could, which made him write so welL 
Greek, Latin poets I could never read. 
Nor their historians, but our Enghsh Speed. 
I could not steal their wit, nor plots ont-takep 
All my plays' plots my own poor brain did make. 
From Plutarch*8 story I ne*er took a plot. 
Nor fVom romances, nor from Don Quixote. 

Her grace's assiduity was equal to her originality. She kept a 
bevy of maidens of honour, who were obliged, at all hours of the 
night, to attend the summons of her bell, with a li^t, and mate- 
rials ''to register her grace's conceptions," which, we hes the re^« 
er to understand, were all of a literary or philosophic^ nature. 
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both yet more conspicuous by your virtue. For- 
tune» indeedi has perpetually crowned your luider- 
takings with success^ but she has only waited on 
your valour, not conducted iti She has ministered 
to your glory like a slave, and has been led in tri- 
umph by it ; or, at most, while honour led you by 
the hand to greatness^ fortune only followed to keep 
you from sliding back in the ascent. That^ which 
Plutarch accounted her favour to Gymon and Lu- 
callus, was but her justice to your grace ; and, ne- 
ver to have been overcome where you led in person, 
as it was more than Hannibal could boast^ so it was 
all that Providence could do for that party, whicli 
it had resolved to ruin. Thus, my lord, the last 
smiles of victory were on your arms ; and, every- 
where else declaring for the rebels^ she seemed to 
suspend helrself^ and to doubt, before she took her 
flighty whether she were able wholly to abandon 
that causCj for which you fought.* 



The good duchess's conceptions are now forgotten ; but it should 
not be forgotten, that her kind solicitude soothed and supported 
her husband through a weary exile of eighteen years, when their 
fortunes were reduced to the lowest ebb. In gratitude^ he ap- 
pears to have encouraged her pursuits, and admired the produc- 
tions of her muse. In the ** Sessions of Poets," he is introduced 
as founding upon her literary pretensions^ rather than his own : 

Newcastle and^s horse for entrance next strives* 

WeU-8tuft''d was his cloak-bag, and so was his breeches. 
And 

PuU*d out his wife's poems, plays, essays, and speeches. 
Whoop t quoth Apollo, what a devil have we here ? 

Put up thy wife^s trumpery, good noble marquis. 
And home again, home again, take thy career, 

I'o provide her fresh straw, and a chamber that dark is. 

Such were the noble personages whom Drydcn deemed worthy 
of the fine strains of eulogy conveyed in this dedication. 

* This compliment is overstrained. But though Charles gain- 
ed many advantages afler the Earl of Newcastle had lefl Eng- 
land, the north was irrecoverably lost to his cause. 
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But the greatest trials of your courage and con- 
stancy were yet to come. Many had ventured their 
fortunes, and exposed their lives to the utmost 
dangers for their king and country, who ended 
their loyalty with the war ; and submitting to the 
iniquity of the times, chose rather to redeem their 
former plenty, by acknowledging an usurper^ than 
to suffer with an unprofitable fidelity (as those 
meaner spirits called it) for their lawful sovereign. 
But, as I dare not accuse so many of our nobility, 
who were content to accept their patrimonies from 
the clemency of the conqueror, and to retain ortly 
a secret veneration for their prince, amidst the open 
worship which they were forced to pay to the usur- 
per, who bad dethroned him ; so, I hope, I may 
have leave to extol that virtue which acted more 
generously ; and which was not satisfied with an 
inward devotion to monarchy, but produced itself 
to view, and asserted the cause by open martyrdom. 
Of these rare patterns of loyalty, your grace was 
chief. Those examples you could not find, you 
made. Some few Cato*s there were with you, whose 
invincible resolution could not be conquered by 
tiiat usurping Ca>sar. Your virtue opposed itself 
to his fortune, and overcame it, by not submitting 
to it. The last and most difficult enterprize he hm 
to effect, when he had conquered three nations, was 
to subdue your spirit ; and he died weary of that 
war, and unable to finish it. 

In the mean time, you lived more happily in your 
exile^ than the other on his throne. Your loyalty 
made you friends and servants amongst foreigners ; 
and you lived plentifully without a fortune ; for 
you lived on your own desert and reputation. The 
glorious name of the valiant and faithful Newcastle, 
was a patrimony which could never be exhausted. 
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' Thus, my lord, the morning of your life was clear 
and calm ; and, though it was afterwards oyercastt 
yet, in that general storm, you were never without 
a shelter. And now you are happily arrived to the 
evening of a day, as serene ^ the dawn of it was 
gl(»ious ; but such an evening as, I hope, and al* 
most prophecy, is far from night : 'Tis the evening 
of a summer's sun, which keeps the day-light long 
within the skies* The health of your body is main^ 
tained by the vigour of your mind : Neither does 
the one shrink from the fatigue of exercise, nor the 
other bend under the pains of study. Methinks, I 
behold in you another Caius Marius, who, in the 
extremity of his age, exercised himself almost every 
momingin the Campus Martins, amongst the youth- 
fill nobility of Rome. And afterwards in your re« 
tirements, when you do honour to poetry, by em- 
ploying part of your leisure in it, I regard you as 
another Silius Italicus, who, having passed over his 
consulship with applause, dismissed himself from 
business, and from the gown, and employed his 
age, amongst the shades, in the reading and imita* 
tion of Virgil. 

In which, lest any thing should be wanting to 
your happiness, you have, by a rare eflfect of for- 
tine, found, in the person of your excellent lady, 
not only a lover, but a partner of your studies ; a 
lady whom our age may justly equal with the 
Sappho of the Greeks; or the Sulpitia of the Ko- 
mans; who, by being taken into your bosom, 
aeems to be inspired with your genius ; and, by 
writing tUe history of your life,* in so masculine a 



* The duchess wrote her husband's Life^ whick was translated 
into ImtUL It ia cerUinly Uie best of her grace's perfbroiaaoea. 
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style, has already placed you in the number of the 
heroes. She has anticipated that great portion of 
fame, which envy often hinders a living virtue from 
possessing ; which would, indeed, have been given 
to your ashes, but with a later payment ; and of 
which you could have no present use, except it 
were by a secret presage of that which was to come, 
when you were no longer in a possibility of know* 
ing it. 80 that if that were a praise, or satisfac- 
tion to the greatest of emperors, which the most 
judicious of poets gives him — 

PrcBsenti tibi maturos largimur honores, &c. 

that the adoration, which was not allowed to Her- 
cules and Romulus till after death, was given to 
Au^stus living, then certainly it cannot be de- 
nied, but that your grace has received a double sar 
tisfaction ; the one, to see yourself consecrated to 
immortality while you are yet alive ; the other, to 
have your praises celebrated by so dear, so just, and 
so pious an historian. 

It is the consideration of this that stops my pen ; 
though I am loth to leave so fair a subject, which 
gives me as much field as poetry could virish, and 
yet no more than truth can justify. But to attempt 
any thing of a panegyric, were to enterprize on 
your lady's right ; and to seem to affect those praises 
which none but the Duchess of Newcastle can de- 
serve, when she writes the actions of her lord. I 
shall, therefore, leave that wider spaoe,- and con- 
tract myself to those narrow bounds, which best 
become my fortune and employment. 

I am obliged, my lord, to return you not only 
my own acknowledgments, but to thank you in the 
names of former poets ; the manes of Jonson and 
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JD'Avenant* seem to require it from me, that those 
favours, which you placed on them, and which they 
T^anted opportunity to own in public, yet might not 
be lost to the knowledge of posterity, with a for- 
tfulness unbecoming of the Muses, who are the 
ughters of Memory. And give ine leave, my 
lord, to avow so much of vanity, as to say, I am 

Eroud to be their remembrancer : For, by relating 
ow gracious you have been to them, and are to 
me, I, in some measure, join my name with theirs : 
And the continued descent of your favours to me 
is the best titl^ which I can plead for my succes- 
sion. I only wish that I had as great reason to 
be satisfied with myself, in the return of our com- 
mon acknowledgments, as your grace may justly 
take in the conferring them : For I cannot but be 
very sensible, that the present of an ill comedy, 
which I here make you, is a very unsuitable way 
of giving thanks for them, who, themselves, have 
written so many better. This pretends to nothing 
more, than to be a foil to those scenes, which are 
composed by the most noble poet of our age and 
nation ; and to be set as a water^mark of the low- 
est ebb, to which the wit of my predecessor has 
sunk^ and run down in me. But, though all of 
them have surpassed me in the scene, there is one 
part of glory, in which I will not yield to any of 
them : I mean, my lord, that honour and venera- 
tion which they had for you in their lives ; and 
which I preserve after them, more holily than the 



• Jonson and D'Avenant were both protected by the Duke of 
Newcastle. Jonson has addressed several verses to him^ and com- 
posed a Masque for the splendid entertainment which he gave to 
Charles I., at his house at Wellbeck^ when the king was on hi^ 
first ncNTthem journey. 
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vestal fires were maintained from age to age ; but 
with a greater degree of heat, and of devotion, than 
theirs, as being with more respect and passion, than 
they ever were. 

Your Grace's 

Most obliged, most humble, 

and most obedient Servant^ 

John Dryden. 
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Our author acknowledges^ that this play of " The Mock As^ 
trologer^' is founded on '^ Le feint jistrologue" by the younger 
Comeille^ which he, in his turn, had imitated from '^ El Astror 
logojingidio" of Calderon. But Dryden has also laid Moliere un« 
der contribution* Most part of Uie quarrelling scene betwixt 
Wildblood and Jacintha, in the fourth act, is literally copied 
from that betwixt Lucile, Eraste, Marinette, and Gros Rene, in 
** Le Depit Ammireuxy The absurd loquacity of Don Alonzo, 
and his mend's mode of silencing him, by ringing a bell in his 
ears, is imitated from the scene betwixt Albert and Metaphraste, 
jn the same play ; and, it must be allowed* it is an expedient 
which miight be more decently resorted to against an inundation 
(^nonsense from a pedantic schoolmaster, as in Moliere, than to 
stop the mouth of a noble old Spaniard, the uncle of Don Lopez* 
mifitresf. The play itself is more lively than most of Dryden's 
comedies. Wildblood and Jacintha are far more pleasant than 
their prototypes. Celadon and Florimel ; and the Spanish bustle 
of the plot IS well calculated to keep up the attention. The cha« 
tacter of Aurelia was perhaps suggested by the ^^ Precieuses i^t- 
dicules" of Moliere, but cannot, with any justice, be said to 
be copied from them. The Preface contains some excellent re* 
marks on the old comedy. There is also an elaborate defence, 
the first our poet deigned to make, against the charge of plagia- 
tlam. On this pdtbt he quotes the words of Charles II., who had 
oiHj desired, that they, who accused Dryden of theft, would 
steal him such plays as Dryden's : And he vindicates the right 
of an author to take his plot where he could best find it, in his* 
tarj or romance^ providing that the conduct and disposition of 
the action, with the dialogue, character^ and poetical ornaments, 
were original. Our author's use of the terms and technical 
plirases of judicial astrology intimate his acquaintance with that 
pvetended acienoe, in which he is known to have placed some 
confidence. 

The ^' Mock Astrologer" appears to have been acted and pub^ 
Ii8hedml668. 
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I HAD thought, reader, in this preface, to have writ- 
ten somewhat concerning the difference betwixt 
the plays of our age, and those of our predecessors, 
on the English stage : To have shewn in what parts 
of dramatic poesy we were excelled by Ben Jon- 
son, I mean, humour, and contrivance of comedy; 
and in what we may justly claim precedence of 
Shakespeare and Fletcher, namely, in heroic plays : 
But this design I have waived on second considera- 
tions ; at least, deferred it till I publish The Cor- 
quest of Granada, where the discour#'will be more 
proper. I had also prepared to treat of the im- 

Srovement of our language since Fletcher^s and 
onson^s days, and consequently of our refining the 
courtship, raillery, and conversation of plays : But 
as I am wiUing to decline that envy which I should 
draw on myself from some old opiniatre judges of 
the stage, so likewise I am prest in time so mudi 
that I have not leisure, at present, to go through 
with it. Neither, indeed, do I value a reputation 
gained from comedy, so far as to concern myself 
about it, any more than I needs must in my own 
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lefence : For I think it, in its own nature, inferior 
x> all sorts of dramatic writing. Low comedy es-^ 
pecially requires, on the writer's part, much of con- 
irersation with the vulgar, and much of ill nature 
Xi the observation of their follies. But let all men 
please themselves according to their several tastes. 
That which is not pleasant to me, may be to others 
peho judge better : And, to prevent an accusation 
Tom my enemies, I am sometimes ready to ima- 
gine, that my disgust of low comedy proceeds not 
JO much from my judgment as from my temper ; 
tvhich is the reason why I so seldom write it ; and 
that when I succeed in it, (I mean so far as to please 
the audience) yet I am nothing satisfied with what 
[ have done ; but am often vexed to hear the peo- 
ple laugh, and clap, as they perpetually do, T^here 
[ intended them no jest ; while they let pass the 
jetter things, without taking notice of them. Yet 
jven this confirms me in my opinion of slighting 
popular applause, and^of contemning that approba- 
ion which those very people give, equally with 
ne, to the zany of a mountebank ; or to the ap- 
3earance of an antic on the theatre, without wit 
>n the poef s part, or any occasion of laughter from 
the actor, besides the ridiculousness of his habit and 
lis grimaces. 

But I have descended, before I was aware, from 
x>medy to farce ; which consists principally of gri- 
naces. That I admire not any comedy equally 
ivith tragedy, is, perhaps, from the sullienness of 
cny humour; but that I detest those farces, which 
ire now the most frequent entertainments of the 
)tage, I am sure I have reason on my side. Co- 
medy consists, though of low persons, yet of natural 
ictions and characters ; I mean such humours, ad« 
irentures, and designs, as are to be found and met 
►vith in the world. Farce, on the other side, con- 
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sists of forced humours, aud unnatural events. Co- 
medy presents us with the imperfections of human 
nature : Farce entertains us with what is monstrous 
and chimerical. The one causes laughter in those 
who can judge of men and manners, by the lively 
representation of their folly or corruption : The 
other produces the same effect in those who can 
judge of neither, and that only by its extravagances. 
The first works on the judgment and fancy ; the 
latter on the fancy only : There is more of satisfac- , 
tion in the former kind of laughter, and in the lat- 
ter more of scorn. But, how it happens, that an 
impossible adventure should cause our mirth, I can- 
not so easily imagine. Something there may be in 
the oddness of it, because on the stage it is the com- 
mon effect of things unexpected, to surprise us into 
a delight ; and that is to be ascribed to the strange 
appetite, as I may call it, of the fency ; which, like 
that of a longing woman, often runs out into the 
most extravagant desires ; and is better satisfied 
sometimes with loam, or with the rinds of trees, 
than with the wholesome nourishments of life. In 
short, there is the same difference betwixt farce and 
comedy, as betwixt an empiric and a true phy- 
sician, lioth of them may attwi their ends ; but 
what the one performs by hazard, the other does 
by skill. And as the artist is often unsuccessful, 
while the mountebank succeeds ; so farces more 
commonly take the people than comedies. For, to 
write unnatural things, is the most probable way of 
pleasing them, who understand not nature. And a 
true poet often misses of applause, because he can- 
not debase himself to write so ill as to please his 
audience. 

After all, it is to be acknowledged, that most of 
those comedies, which have been lately wxittoi, 
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have been allied too much to farce : And this must 
of necessity fall out, till we forbear the translation of 
French plays : For their poets, wanting judgment 
to make or. to 'maintain true characters, strive to 
cover their defects with ridiculous figures and gri- 
maces. While I say this, I accuse myself as well 
as others: And this very play would rise up in 
judgment against me, if I would defend all things 
1 have written to be natural : But I confess I have 
given too much to the people in it, and am ashamed 
for them as well as for myself, that I have pleased 
them at so cheap a rate. Not that there is any 
thing here which I would not defend to an ill-na- 
tured judge ; (for I despise their censures, who I 
am sure would write worse on the same subject :) 
but, because I love to deal clearly and plainly, and 
to speak of my own faults with more criticism, than 
I would of another poet's. Yet I think it no va- 
»ity to say, that this comedy has as much of enter- 
tainment in it, as many others which have been 
lately written : And, if I find my own errors in it, 
1 am able, at the same time, to arraign all my con- 
temporaries for greater. As I pretend not that I 
can write humour, so none of them can reasonably 
pretend to have written it as they ought* Jon- 
son was the only man, of all ages and nations, who 
has performed it well ; and that but in three or four 
of his comedies : The rest are but a ercimbe his cocta ; 
the same humours a little varied and written worse* 
Neither was it more allowable in him, than it is in 
our present poets, to represent the follies of parti- 
cular persons ; of which many have accused him. 
Pareere personis, dicere de vitiis, is the rule of 
plays. And Horace tells you, that the old comedy 
Amongst the Grecians was silenced for the too great 
liberties of the poets : 
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'In Mum Ubertas excldit et vim 

chorusque 



Dignam lege re^ : Lex est accepta, ch 
T*ttrpUer oSticuti, subkUojure nocendi. 



Of whieh he gives you the reason in another plaee ; 
where^ having given the precept, 

Nffoe immunda crepent, ignaminiosaque dkia. 

He immediately subjoins, 

Offenduntur emm quSnu eH eguus, H pater ^ et res. 

But Ben Jonson is to be admired for many excel-' 
lencies ; and can be taxed with fewer failings tbw 
any English poet. I know I have been accused as 
an enemy of his writings ; but without any other 
reason, than that I do not admire him blindly, and 
without looking into his imperfections. For why 
should he only be exempted fi*om those frailties, 
from which Homer and Virgil are not free ? Or why 
should there be any ipse dixit in our poetry, any more 
than there is in our philosophy ? I admire and ap 
plaud him where I ought. Those, who do more, do 
but value themselves in their admiration of him ; 
and, by telling you they extol Ben Jonson's way, 
would insinuate to you that they can practise it 
For my part, I declare that I want judgment to 
imitate him ; and should think it a great impu- 
dence in myself to attempt it. To make men appear 
pleasantly ridiculous on the stage, was, as I have 
said, his talent ; and in this he needed not the 
acumen of wit, but that of judgment. For the 
characters and representations of folly are only the 
effects of observation ; and observation is an effect 
of judgment. Some ingenious men, £br whom I 
have a particular esteem, have thought I have much 
injured Ben Jonson, when I have not allowed his 

12 
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wit to be extraordinary. But they confound the no- 
tion of what is witty with what is pleasant. That 
Ben Jonson's plays were pleasant, he must want 
reason who denies. But that pleasantness was not 
properly wit, or the sharpness of conceit ; but the 
natural imitation of folly ; which I confess to be 
excellent in its kind, but not to be of that kind 
which they pretend. Yet if we will believe Quin- 
tilian, in his chapter de Movendo Risu, he gives his 
opinion of both in these following words : Stulta 
reprehendere Jacillimum est ; nam per se sunt ridU 
cula, et h derisu non procul ahest risus : Sed rem ur-^ 
banamfacit cdiqua ex nobis adjectio. 

And some, perhaps, would be apt to say of Jon- 
son^ as it was said of Demosthenes, — non displicu- 
isie illi jocos, sed non contigisse. I will not deny, 
but that I approve most the mixt way of comedy ; 
that which is neither all wit, nor all humour, but 
•the result of both. Neither so little of humour as 
Fletcher shews, nor so little of love and wit as Jon- 
son ; neither all cheat, with which the best plays of 
the one are filled, nor all adventure, which is the 
common practice of the other. I would have the 
characters well chosen, and kept distant from inter- 
fering with each other ; whicn is more than Flet- 
cher or Shakespeare did. But I would have more 
of the urbana, venusta, salsa, Jhceta, and the rest 
which Quintilian reckons up as the ornaments of 
wit ; and these are extremely wanting in Ben Jon- 
sbn. As for repartee, in particular; as it is the 
very soul of conversation, so it is the greatest grace 
<rf comedy, where it is proper to the characters. 
There may be much of acuteness in a thing well 
said ; but there is more in a quick reply. Sunt enim 
langi venwftiora omnia in responde?ido qudm in pro- 
vocando. Of one thing I am sure, that no man ever 
will decry wit, but he who despairs of it himself; 
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and who lias no other quarrel to it» but that which 
the fox had to the grapes. Yet, as Mr Cowley (who 
had a greater portion of it than any man I know) 
tells us in his Character qfWiU — ^rather than all 
wit, let there be none. I think there is no folly 
so great in any poet of our age, as the superfluity 
and waste of wit was in some of our predecessors; 
particularly, we may say of Fletcher and of Shake- 
speare, what was said of Ovid, In oftini e;us ingeniOf 
faciUu.'i quod rejici, quhn quod ac^ici potest^ inee^ 
nies : The contrary of which was true, in Virgil^ 
and our incomparable Jonson. 

Some enemies of repartee have observed to U8^ 
that there is a great latitude in their characters, 
which are made to speak it ; and that it is easier to 
write wit than humour ; because, in the charactere 
of humour, the poet is confined to make the person 
speak what is only proper to it ; whereas, 'all kind 
of wit is proper in the character of a witty person. 
But, by their favour, there are as different charao* 
ters in wit as in folly. Neither is all kind of wit 
proper in the mouth of every ingenious person. A 
witty coward, and a witty brave, must speak dif- 
ferently. FaUtaff and the LAar speak not like 
Don John in the " Chances," and Valentine in "Wit 
without Money." And Jonson's Truewit in the 
** Silent Woman," is a character different from all 
of them. Yet it appears, that this one character 
of wit was more difficult to the author, than all his 
images of humour in the play ; for those he could 
jdescribe and manage from his observations of men ; 
this he has taken, at least a part of it, from books. 
Witness the speeches in the first act, translated 
verbatim out of Ovid, " De Arte AmamU ;" To 
omit what afterwards he borrowed fix>m tlie sixth 
satire of Juvenal against women. 

However, if I should grant, that tfaeie were a 
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greater latitude in characters of wit, than in those 
of humour ; yet that latitude would bet of small ad- 
vantage to such poets, who have too narrow an ima« 
gination to write it^ And to entertain an audience 
perpetually with humour, is to carry them from the 
oonversation of gentlemen, and treat them with the 
fi>llie3 and extravagancies of Bedlam. 

I find I have launched out farther than I intend- 
ed in the beginning of this preface ; and that, in 
the heat of writings I have touched at something, 
which I thought to have avoided. It is time now 
to draw homeward ; and to think rather of defend- 
ing myself, than assaulting others; I have already 
acSnowledged, that this play is far from perfect ; 
but I do not think myself obliged to discover the 
imperfections of it to my adversaries, any more than 
a guilty person is bound to accuse himself before 
his judges. It is charged upon me that I make de- 
bauch^ persons (such as, they say, my Astrologer 
and Gamester are) my protagonists, or the chief 
{persons of the drama ; and that I make them hap- 
py in the conclusion of my play ; against the law 
of comedy, which is to reward virtue, and punish 
vice. I answer, first, that I know no such law to 
have been constantly observed in comedy, either by 
the ancient or modem poets. Cfuerea is made hap- 
py in ** The Eunuch," after having deflowered a vir- 
gin ; and Terence generally does the same through 
all his plays, where you perpetually see, not only 
debauched young men enjoy their mistresses, but 
even the courtezans themselves rewarded and ho- 
noured in the catastrophe. The same may be ob- 
•erved in Plautus almost everywhere. Ben Jonson 
himself, after whom I may be proud to err, has 
^ven me more than once the example of it. That 
m ** The Alchemist" is notorious, where Face, afl«r 
having contrived and carried on the great cozenage 
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of the play, and continued in it without repentance 
to the last, is not only forgiven by his master, but 
enriched, by his consent, with the spoils of those 
whom he had cheated. And, which is more, his 
master himself, a grave man, and a widower, is in- 
troduced taking his man's counsel, debauching the 
widow first, in hope to marry her afterward. In 
" The Silent Woman," DaupfiiPie{who, with the other 
two gentlemen, is of the same character with my 
Celadm in " The Maiden Queen," and with WilL 
blood in this) professes himself in love with all the 
collegiate ladies ; and they likewise are all of the 
same character with each other, excepting only 
Madam Otters who has something singular. Yet 
this naughty Dauphlne is crowned in the end witb 
the possession of his uncle's estate, and with the 
hopes of enjoying all his mistresses ; and his fiiend, 
Mr Tniewiff (the best character of a gentleman 
which Ben Jonson ever made) is not ashamed to 
pimp for him. As for Beaumont and Fletcher, I 
need not allege examples out of them ; for that 
wet'e to quote almost all their comedies. JBut now 
it will be objected, that I patronize vice by the au- 
thority of former poets, and extenuate my own 
&ults by recrimination. I answer, that as I defend 
myself by their example, so that example I defend 
by reason, and by the end of all dranoiatic poesy. 
In the first place, therefore, give me leave to shew 
you their mistake, who have accused me. They 
have not distinguished, as they ought, betwixt the 
rules of tragedy and comedy. In tragedy^ where 
the actions and persons are great, and the crimes 
horrid, the laws of justice are more strictly obser- 
ved ; and examples of punishment to be made, to 
deter mankind from ^he pursuit of vice. Faults of 
this kind have been rare amongst the ancient poets ; 
for they have punished in CEaijpus, and in his pes- 
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terity, the sin which he knew not he had commit- 
ted. Medea is the only example I remember at 
present, who escapes from punishment after mur- 
der. Thus tragedy fulfils one great part of its in- 
stitution : which is, by example, to instruct. But '" 
in comedy it is not so ; for the chief end of it is 
divertisement and delight : and that so much, that - 
■ it is disputed, I think, by Heinsius, before Horace's 
•* Art of Poetry," whether instruction be any part 
of its employment. At least I am sure it can be 
but its secondary end : for the business of the poet 
is to make you laugh : when he writes humour, he 
makes' folly ridiculous ; when wit, he moves yoii, 
if not always to laughter, yet to a pleasure that ^s 
more noble. And if he works a cure on folly, and 
the small imperfections in mankind, by exposing 
them to public view, that cure is not performed by 
an immediate operation : For it works first on the 
ill-nature of the audience ; they are moved to laugh 
by the representation of deformity ; and the shame ^ 
of that laughter teaches us to amend what is ridi- 
culous in our manners. This being then establish- 
ed, that the first end of comedy is delight, and in- 
struction only the second ; it may reasonably be in- — 
ferred, that comedy is not so much obliged to the 
punishment of faults which it represents, as tragedy. 
For the persons in comedy are of a lower quality, 
the action is little, and the faults and vices are but 
the sallies of youth, and the frailties of human na- 
ture, and not premeditated crimes : such to which 
all men are obnoxious ; not such as are attempted 
only by few, and those abandoned to all sense of 
virtue : such as move pity and commiseration ; 
not detestation and horror ; such, in short, as may 
be forgiven ; not such as must of necessity be pu- 
nished. But, lest any man should think that I 
write this to make libertinism amiable, or that I 
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cared not to debase the end and institution of co- 
medy, so I might thereby maintain my own errors, 
and those of better poets, I must further declare, 
both for them and for myself, that we make not 
vicious persons happy, but only as Heaven makes 
sinners so ; that is, by reclaiming them first from 
vice. For so it is to be supposed they are, when 
they resolve to marry ; for then, enjoying what thejr 
desire in one, they cease to pursue the love of many. 
So Chterea is made happy by Terence, in mairying 
her whom he had deflowered : and so are WUdmood 
and the Astrohgtr in this play. 

There is another crime with which I am charged, 
at which I am yet much less concerned, becauae it 
does not relate to my manners, as the former did, 
but only to my reputation as a poet : a name cf 
which I assure the reader I am nothing proud ; and 
therefore cannot be very solicitous to defend it. I 
am taxed with stealing all my plays, and that by 
some, who should be the kst men from virhmn I 
would steal any part of them. There is one aiK 
swer which I will not make ; but it has been made 
for me, by him to whose grace and patronage I owe 
all things, 

Bi tpez ef ratio tiudiarum in Cassare ianiunt^^ 

and without whose command they should no long- 
er be troubled with any thing of mine ;-'^^that he 
only desired, that they^ who accused me of theft, 
would always steal him plays like mine. But though 
I have no reason to be proud of this defence, yet I 
should waive it, because I have a worse opinion of 
my own comedies than any of my enemies can bavf.) 
It is true, that wherever I have liked any story in 
a romance, novel, or foreign play, I have made no 
difficulty, nor ever shall, to take the foundation of 
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it, to buUd it up, and to make it proper for the 
English stage. And I will be so vain to say, it has 
lost nothing in my hands : But it always cost me 
so much trouble to heighten it for our theatre, 
^hich is incomparably more curious in all the or- 
naments of dramatic poesy than the French or 
Spanish,) that when I had finished my play, it was 
liJKe the hulk of the Sir Francis Drake, so strangely 
altered, that there scarcely remained any plank of 
the timber which first built it. To witness this, 
I need go no farther than this play ; it was first 
SpanisI^ and called " El Astrologo Fingido ;" then 
made iSrench by the younger Corneille ; and is now 
translated into English, and in print, under the 
name of " The Feigned Astrologer." What I have 
performed in this will best appear by comparing it 
with those : You will see that I have rejected some 
adventures which I judged were not divertising; 
that I have heightened those which I have chosen ; 
and that I have added others, which were neither 
in the French nor Spanish. And, besides, you will 
easily discover, that the walk of the Astrologer is 
the least considerable in my play : For the design 
of it turns more on the parts of Wildblood and Jo- 
/antOs who are the chief persons in it. I have far- 
ther to add, that I seldom use the wit and language 
iof any romance or play, which I undertake to alter ; 
because my own invention (as bad as it is) can fur- 
nish me with nothing so dull as what is there. 
Those who have called Virgil, Terence, and Tasso, 
plagiaries, (though they much injured them) had 
vet a better colour for their accusation ; for Virgil 
has evidently translated Theocritus, Hesiod, and 
Homer, in many places ; besides what he has taken 
from Ennius in his own language. Terence was 
not only known to translate Menander, (which he 
^vows also in his prologues), but was said also to be 
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helped in those translations by Scipio the African, 
and Lselius. And Tasso, the most excellent of mo- 
dern poets, and whom I reverence next to Virgil, 
has taken both from Homer many admirable things, 
which were left untouched by Virgil, and from Vir- 
gil himself, where Homer could not furnish him. 
Yet the bodies of Virgil's and Tasso's poems were 
their own ; and so are all the ornaments of lan- 
guage and elocution in them. The same (if there 
were any thing commendable in this play) I conld 
say for it. But I will come nearer to our own 
countrymen. Most of Shakespeare's plays, I mean 
the stories of them, are to be found in " The He- 
catomithi," or " Hundred Novels" of Cinthio. I 
have myself read in his Italian, that of ** Romeo 
and Juliet," " The Moor of Venice," and many 
others of them. Beaumont and Fletcher bad most 
of theirs from Spanish novels : Witness ^ The 
Chances," " The Spanish Curate," '' Rule a Wife 
and have a Wife," " The Little French LdwyCT," 
and so many others of them as compose the great- 
est part of their volume in folio. Ben Jonsop, in- 
deed, has designed his plots himself ; but no mm 
has borrowed so much from the ancients as he has 
-done ; and he did well in it, for he has thereby 
beautified our language. 

But these little critics do not well consider what 
is the work of a poet, and what the graces of a 
poem ; the story is the least part of either ; I mean 
the foundation of it, before it is modelled by the 
art of him who writes it ; who forms it with more 
care, by exposing only the beautiful parts of it to 
view, than a skilful lapidary sets a jewel. On this 
foundation of the story, the characters are raised ; 
and, since no story can afford characters enough 
for the variety of the English stage, it follow^ that 
it is to be altered and enlarged with new persons, 
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accidents, and designs, which will almost make it 
new. When this is done, the forming it into acts 
and scenes, disposing of actions and passions into 
their proper places, and beautifying both with de» 
scriptions, similitudes, and propriety of language, 
IS the principal employment of the poet ; as being 
the largest field of fancy, which is the princip^ 
quality required in him ; for so much tne word 
«*i,Ti}ff impUes. Judgment, indeed, is necessary in 
him ; but it is fancy that gives the life-touches, and 
the secret graces to it ; especially in serious plays, 
which depend not much on observation. For, to 
write humour in comedy, (which is the theft of 
poets from mankind) little of fancy is required ; the 
poet observes only what is ridiculous and pleasant 
roily, and by judging exactly what is so, he pleases 
in the representation of it. 

But, in general, the employment of a poet is like 
that of a curious gunsmith, or watchmaker. The 
iron or silver is not his own ; but they are the least 
part of that which gives the value ; — the price lies 
iwrholly in the workmanship. And he who works 
dully on a story, without moving laughter in a co- 
medy, or raising concernment in a serious play, is 
no more to be accounted a good poet, than a gun- 
smith of the Minories is to be compared with the 
best workman of the town. 

But I have said more of this than I intended ; 
and more, perhaps, than I needed to have done. I 
shall but laugh at them hereafter, who accuse me 
with so little reason ; and withal contemn their 
dulness, who, if they could ruin that little reputa- 
tion I have got, and which I value not, yet would 
want both wit and learning to establish their own ; 
or to be remembered in after ages for any thing, 
but only that, which makes them ridiculous in this. 



PROLOGUE. 

Wh£^ first our poet set himself to write^ 

Like a young bridegroom on his wedding-night« 

He laid about him> and did so bestir him^ 

His muse could never lie in quiet for him : 

But now his honey-moon is gone and past^ 

Yet the ungrateful drudgery must last ; 

And he is bounds as civil husbands do^ 

To strain himself^ in complaisance to you ; 

To write in pain^ and counterfeit a bliss^ 

Like the £amt smacking of an after-kiss, 

But you, like wives ill pleased, supply his want ; 

Each writing monsieur is » iresh gallant: 

And though^ perhaps, 'twas done as wdl before^ 

Yet still there's somediing in a new amour. 

Your several poets work with several tools. 

One gets you wits, another gets you fools : 

This pleases you with some by-stroke of wit, 

This finds some cranny that was never hit. 

But should these janty lovers daily come 

To do your work, like your good man at home. 

Their fine small-timber'd wits would soon decay ; 

These are gallants but for a holiday. 

Others you had, who oftner have appear'd» 

Whom, for mere impotence you have cashier'd : 

Such as at first came on with jpomp and glory. 

But, overstraining, soon fell fiat before ye. 

Their useless weight, with patience long was born, 

^ut( at the last you thretf them off with Bcom^ 

As for the poet of this ])resent night, 1 

Though now he claims in you a husband's right, f 

He will not hinder you of fresh delight. \ 

He, like a seaman, seldom will appear ; 

And means to trouble home but thrice a-year : 

That only time from your ffallants he'll borrow ; 

Be kind to-day, and cuckom him to-morrow. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

ihn Lopez, and a Servant walking over the stage. 
Enter another Servant, andJoOmm him. 

Serv. Don Lopez. 

JLop. Any new business ? 

Serf). My master had forgot this letter. 
Which he conjures you, as you are his friend^ 
To give Aurelia from him. 

JLop. Tell Don Melchor, 
TTis a hard task which he enjoins me. 
He knows I love her, and much more than he ; 
Por I love her almie, but he divides 
His passion betwixt two. Did he consider 
How great a pain 'tis to dissemble love. 
He would never practise it. 

Serv. He knows his fault, but cannot mend it. 
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Lop. To make the poor Aurelia believe 
He's gone for Flanders, whilst he lies conceal'd. 
And every night makes visits to her cousin — 
When will he leave this strange extravagance ? 

Serv. When he can love one more, or t'other less. 

Lop. Before I loved myself, I promised him 
To serve him in his love ; and I'll perform it, 
Howe'er repugnant to my own concernments, 

Serv. You are a noble cavalier. \^Exit Servant 

JEnter Bellamy, Wildbloqd, afid Maskall. 

2 Serv. Sir, your guests, of the English ambassa? 
dor's retinue. 

Lop. Cavaliers, will you please to command my 
coach to take the air this evening ? 

Bel. We have not yet resolved how to dispose of 
ourselves ; but, however, we are highly acknow- 
ledging to you for your civility. 

Lop. You cannot more oblige me, than by laying 
your command3 on Tne, 

Wild. We kiss your hand. 

[Eammt Lopez and S^yant^ 

JBel. Give the Don his due, he entertained us 
nobly this carnival. 

WUd. Give the devil the Don, for any thing I 
liked in his entertainment. 

JSel. I hope we had variety enough. 

Wild. Ay, it looked like variety, till ^e came to 
taste it; there were twenty several dishes to the eye, 
but in the palate, nothing but spites. I had a mind 
to eat of a pheasant, and as soon as I got it into my 
moi|tb,' I found I was chewing a limb of cmnamon ; 
then I went to cut a piece of kid, and no sooner it 
had touched my lips, but it turned to red pepper. 
At last I began to think myself another kind of 
Midas, that every thing I touched should be turn- 
ed to spice. 

,~ 1, for my part, I imagined his Catholic 
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majesty had invited us to eat his Indies. But pr'y- 
thcfe, lefs leave the discourse of it, and contrive to- 
gether how we may spend the evening ; for in this 
hot country, 'tis as in the creation, the evening and 
the morning make the day. 

Wild. I have a little serious business. 

JSel. Put it off till a fitter season : For the trutk 
is, business is then only tolerable, when the world 
and the flesh have no baits to set before us for the 
day« 

JFild. But mine, perhaps, is public business. 

jffe/. Why,is any business more public than drink- 
ing and wenching ? Look on those grave plodding 
fellows, that pass by us as though they were medi- 
tating the reconquest of Flanders : FJy them to a 
mark^ and 111 undertake three parts of four are 
goinff to their courtezans. I tell thee. Jack, the 
whisKing of a silk gown, and the rush of a tabby 
petticoat, are as comfortable sounds to one of these 
rtch .citizens, as the chink of their pieces of eight. 

jyUd. This being granted to be the common de- 
gi^g|^H{f}-]|w kind, it is more than probable it is 
yoiMl^erefore I'll leave you to the prosecution 

of it \ 

y^jSeL Nay, good Jack, mine is but a mistress in 
eni^bryo ; the possession of her is at least some days 
off( imd, till that time, thy company will be plea- 
sant, and may be profitable to carry on the work. 
I would lise thee like an under kind of chemist, to 
blow ooals ; it will be time enough for me to be 
alone, when I come to projection. 

Wild. You must excuse me, Frank ; I have made 
an apnointment at the gaming-house. 

JBeL What to do there, I pr'y thee ? To mis-spend 
that money, which kind fortune intended for a mis- 
tress ? Or to learn new oaths and curses to carry in- 
to England ? That is not it — I heard you were to 
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many when you left home : Perhaps that may be 
still running in your head, and keep you virtuoai 

Wild. Marriage, quotha ! what, dost thou think 
I have been bred in the deserts of Africa, or among 
the savages of America ? Nay, if I had, I must needs 
have known better things than so; the light of na- 
ture would not have let me go so far astray. 

Bell. Well, what think you of the Prado this 
evening ? 

Wild. Pox upon*t, tis worse than our contempla* 
tive Hyde-Park, 

JBel. Oh, but we must submit to the custom of 
the country for courtship : Whatever the means are, 
we are sure the end is still the same in all places. 
But who are these ? 

Muter Dan Alonzo T>ET^iBi:^A^withhisiwoDaugh' 
ters Theodosia and Jacintua, and Beatrix, 
their Wbman^ passing hy. 

Theo. Do you see those strangers, sister, that eye 
us so earnestly ? 

Joe. Yes, and I guess them to be featheris of the 
English ambassador's train ; for I think I saw them 
at the grand audience — and have the strongest 
temptation in the world to talk to them : A mis- 
chief on this modesty ! 

Beat. A mischief of this father of yours^ that 
haunts you so. 

Ja€. 'Tis very true, Beatrix ; for though I am the 
younger sister, I should have the grace to lay mo- 
desty first aside : However, sister, let us pull up our 
veils, and give them an essay of our faces. 

\TheypyU up their veils,andpull them down ogam. 

Wild. Ah, Bellamy ! undone, undone ! Dost thou 
see those beauties ? 

Bel Pr'ythee, Wildblood, hold thy tongue, and 
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lo not spoil my contemplafioit. I am undoing my- 
elf as fast as ever I can, too. 

Wild^ I must go to them. 
iJBel. Hold, madman ! Dost thou not see their fa- 
lter ? Hast thou a mind to have our throats cut ? 

Wild. By aHector of fourscore? Hang our throats. 
iVhait! a lover, and cautious ? 

\_Is going towards them. 

Alon. Come away, daughters ; we shall be late 
dse. 

Bel. Look you, they are on the wing already. 

Wild. Pr'ythee, dear Frank, let's follow them. I 
ong to know who they are. 

Mask. Let me alone, I'll dog them for vou. 
. Bel. I am glad on't ; for my shoes so pmch me, 
L can scarce go a step farther. 

Wild. Cross the way there lives a shoemaker. 
Away quickly, that we may not spoil our design. 

\ Exeunt Bel. and Wild. 

Alon. [<}ffers to go off.\ Now, friend ! what's your 
business to follow us ? 

Ma^sk. Noble Don, *tis only to recommend my 
service to you. A certain violent passion I have 
bad for your worship, since the first moment that 
I saw you. 

Alon. I never saw thee before, to my ren^em- 
brance. 

Mask. No matter, sir; true love never stands 
upon ceremony. 

AUm. Pr'ythee be gone, my saucy companion, or 
ni dap an alguazil upon thy heels. I tell thee I 
bave no need of thy service. 

Mask. Having no servant of your own, I cannot, 
in good manners, leave you destitute. 

Alon. I'll beat thee, if thou foUowest me. 

Mojsk. I am your spaniel, sir ; the more you beat 
me, the better I'll wait on you. 

12 
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. Aim. Let me entreat thee to be gone ; the boys 
will hoot at me to see me followed thus against my 

will. 

MoLsh Shall you and I concern ourselves for 
what the boys do, sir ? Pray, do you hear the newg 
at court ? 

AUm. Pr'ythee, what's the news to thee or me? 

Mask. Will you be at the next jeagt) de cannasi 

Alon. If I think good. 

Mask. Pray go on, sir ; we can discourse as we 
walk together. And whither were you now a-goiB^^ 

sir? 

Alon. To the devil, I think. 

Mask. O, not this year or two, sir, by your age. 

Jac. My father was never so matphed for talking 
in all his life before ; he who loves to hear nothii^ 
but himself. Pr'ythee, Beatrix, stay behind, and see 
what this impudent Englishman would have* 

JBeat. Sir, if you'll let my master go. Til be his 
pawn. 

Mask. Well, sir, I kiss your hand, in hope to w«t 
on you another time* 

Alan. Let us mend our pace, to get clear of him. 

Theo. If you do not, he'll be with you again, Uke 
Atalanta in the fable, and make you drop anothtf 
of your golden apples. 

IJExeunt Alon. Theo. and Jacintha. 
[Mask ALL whispers Beatrix the while. 

JBeat. How much good language is here thrown 
away, to make me betray my ladies ! 

Mask. If you will discover nothing of them, let 
me discourse with you a little. 

JBeat. As little as you please. 

Mask. They are rich, 1 suppose ? 

Beat. Now you are talking of them again. But 
they are as rich, as they are feir. 
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Mask. Then they have the Indies : Well, but 
their names, my sweet mistress. 

Beat. Sweet servant, their names are 

Ma^k. Their names are — out with it boldly — 

Beat. A secret — ^not to be disclosed. 

Mask. A secret, say you ? Nay, then, I conjure 
you, ai} you are a woman, tell it me. 

Beat. Not a syllable. 

Mask. Why, tibien, as you are a waiting-woman ; 
as you are the sieve of aU your lady's secrets, tell it 
me. 

Beat. You lose your labour ; nothing will strain 
through me. 

Mask* Are you so well stopped in the bottom ? 

Beat. It was enjoined me strictly as a secret. 

Mask. Was it enjoined thee strictly, and canst 
thbU hold it ? Nay, then, thou art invinciHe ; But, 
by that face, that more tKan ugly face, which I sus- 
pect to be under thy veil, disclose it to me. 

Beat. By that face of thine, which is a natural 
visor, 1 will not tell thee. 

Ma^k. By thy— — 

Beat, No more swearing, I beseech you. 

Mask. That woman's worth little, that is not 
worth an oath : Well, get thee gone ; now I think 
on% thou shalt not tell me. 

Beat. Shall I not ? Who shall hinder me? They 
are Don Alonzo de Ribera's daughters. 

Mask. Out, out : I'll stop my ears. 

Beat They live hard by, in the Calte viaior. 

Mask. O, infernal tongue 

Beat. And are going to the next chapel witli 
their father. 

Mask. Wilt thou never have done tormenting 
me? In my conscience, anon thou wilt blab out 
their names too. 

VOL. III. Q 
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Beat. Tlieir names are Theodosia and Jacintha. 

Mask. And where's your great secret now ? 

Beat. Now, I think, I am revenged on you, for 
running down my poor old master. 

Mask. Thou art not fully revenged, till thou hast 
told me thy own name too. 

Beat. 'Tis Beatrix, at your service, sir ; pray re- 
member I wait on them. 

Mask. Now I have enough, I must be going. 

Beat. 1 perceive you are just like other men; 
when you have got your ends, you care not how 
soon you are going. Farewell : — ^you'll be constant 
to me? 

Mask. If thy face, when I see it, do not give me 
occasion to be otherwise. 

Beat You shall take a sample, that you m^ praise 
it, when you see it next. {She pulls up Mer 9^ 

Enter Wildblood and Bellamy. 

Wild. Look, there's your dog with a duck in's 
mouth. — Oh, she's got loose and dived again. 

lExit Beatbix. 
/^^f^. Semk Well, Maskall, what news of the ladies of 
the lake ? 

Mask. I have learned enough to embark you in 
an adventure. They are daughters to oneDon Alon- 
zo de Ribera, in the CaUe maior^ their naines Theo- 
dosia and Jacintha, and they are going to their de- 
votions in the next chapel. 

WUd. Away then, let us lose no time. I thank 
heaven, I never found myself better inclined to god- 
Ihiess, than at this present. [jE^^t^m/. 



I 
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SCENE II.— A Chapel. 

^jiferALONzo,THEODOsiA,JAciNTHA, Beatrix, 
other Ladies, and Cavaliers, at their devotions. 

.Ahm. By that time you have told your beads, 111 
be again with you^ [Exit. 

.Jac. Do you think the Englishmen will come 
afta us? 

JBeat. Do you think they can stay from you ? 

Jac. For my part, I feel a certain qualm upon 
xny heart, which makes me believe I am breeding 
love to one of them. 

Theo. How, love, Jacintha ! in so short a time ? 
Cupid's, arrow was well feathered, to reach you so 
suddenly. 

Jac. Faith, as good at first as at last, sister ; 'tis 
a thing that must be done, and therefore 'tis best 
clirofltdiing it out o'the way. 

Tkeo. But you do not mean to tell him so, whom 
you love ? 

Jac. Why should I keep myself and servant in 
pain, for that which may be cured at a day's warur 
ing? 

Seat. My lady tells you true, madam ; long te- 
dious courtship may be proper for cold countries, 
where their frosts are long a thawing ; but, heaven 
be praised, we live in a warm climate. 

Theo. The truth is, in other countries they have 
opportunities of courtship, which we have not ; 
they are not mewed up with double locks and 
grated windows ; but may receive addresses at their 
leisure. 

Jac. But our love here is like our grass ; if it be 
not mowed quickly, 'tis burnt up. 
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Enter Bellamy, Wildblood, and Maskall: 

TJiey look about them. 

Theo. Yonder are your gallants ; send you ooiq- 
fort of tbem : I am for my devotions. 

Jac. Now, for my heart can I think of no oAer 
prayer, but only that they may not mistake iifc 
Why, sister, sister, will you pray ? What injury hue 
I ever done you, that you should pray in my ood- 
pany ? If your servant Don M elchor were herci le 
should have you mind heaven as little as the bat 
of us. 

Beat. They are at a loss, madam ; shall I put op 
my veil, that they may take aim ? 

Jac. No, let them take their fortune in the daik: 
We shall see what archers these English are. 
JBeL Which are they, think'st thou ? 
WUd. There's no knowing them, they are aD 
children of darkness. 

Bel. rU be sworn they have one sign of godii* 
ness among them, there^s no distinction of penons 
here. 

WUd. Fox o*this blind-man's-buff; they maybe 
ashamed to provoke a man thus, by their keeping 
themselves so dose. 

Bel. You are for the youngest, you say ; *t3s the 
eldest has smitten me. And here I fix ; if I am 
right, happy man be his dole. [By Theodosia. 
WUd. I'll take my fortune here. [By Jacintha.] 
Madam, I hope a stranger may take the liberty, 
without offence, to offer nis devotions by you ? 

t/oc. That, sir, would interrupt mine, without 
being any advantage to your own. 

WUd. My advantage, madam, is very evident ; 
for the kind saint, to whom you pray, may, by the 
neighbourhood, mistake my devotions for yours. 
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Jac. O, sir ! our saints can better distinguish be- 
tween the prayers of a Catholic and a Lutheran. 

WHd. I beseech you, madam, trouble not yourself 
fiur my religion ; for, though I am a heretic to the 
men of your country, tp your ladies I am a very 
sealous Catholic ; and for fornication and adultery^ 
I assure you I hold with both churches. 
« Theo. to Bel. Sir, if you will not be more devout, 
be at least more civil ; you see you are observed. 
* 3el. And pray, madam, what do you think the 
lookers on imagine I am employed about ? 

Theo. I will not trouble myself to guess. 

BeL Why, by all circumstances, they must con- 
dude, that I am making love to you ; and, me- 
thinks, it were scarce civil to give the opinion of so 
much good company the lie. 
' Theo. If this were true, you would have little 
leason to thank them for their divination. 

JBd. Meaning, I should not be loved again ? 

Theo. You have interpreted my riddle, and may 
take it for your pains. 

Enter Alonzo, arid goes a/part to his devotion. 

. Seat. Madam, your father is returned. 

JBel. She has nettled me ; would, I could be re- 
venged on her ! 

l^yd. Do you see their father ? Let us make as 
though we talked to one another, that we may not 
be suspected. 

JBeat. You have lost your Englishmen. 

Joe, No, no, 'tis but design, 1 warrant you : You 
shall see these island cocks wheel about immediate- 
ly. [ I^e English gather up close to them. 

Beat. Perhaps they thought they were observed. 

WiM. to Bel. Talk not of our country ladies : I 
declare myself for the Spanish beauties. 
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Bel. Pr'ythee, tell me what thou canst find to 
iloat on in these Castilians ? 

Wild. Their wit and beauty. 

llieo. Now for our champion, St Jago, for Spain. 

Bel. Faith, I can speak no such miracles of either. 
For their beauty, 'tis much as the Moors left it ; not 
altogether so deep a black as the true Ethiopian ; 
a kind of beauty that is too civil to the lookers-on 
to do them any mischief. 

Jac. This was your frowardness, that provoked 
him, sister. 

77/^0. But they shall not carry it off so. 

Bel. As for their wit, you may judge it by their 
breeding, which is commonly in a nunnery ; where 
the want of mankind, while they are there, makes 
them value the blessing ever after. 

Theo. Pr'ythee, dear Jacintha, tell me, what kind 
of creatures were those we saw yesterday at the au- 
dience ? Those, I mean, that looked so like French- 
men in their habits, but only became their apishness 
so much worse. 

Jac. Englishmen, I think, they called them. 

Theo. Cry you mercy ; they were of your wild 
English, indeed ; that is, a kind of northern beast, 
that is tauglit its feats of activity in Monsieurland ; 
and, for doing them too lubberly, is laughed at all 
the world over. 

Bel. Wildblood, I perceive the women under- 
stand little of discourse ; their gallants do not use 
them to it : They get upon their jennets, and prance 
before their ladies' windows ; there the palfrey cur- 
vets and bounds, and, in short, entertains them for 
his master. 

Wild. And this horseplay they call making love. 

Beat. Your father, madam 

Ahn. Daughters ! what cavaliers are those which 
were talking by you ? 
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Jac. Englishmen, I believe, sir, at their devo- 
tions. — Cavalier, would you would try to pray a lit- 
tle better than you have rallied. \A8ide to Wild. 

Wild. Hang me if I put all my devotions out of 
order for you : I remember I prayed but on Tues- 
day last, and my time comes not till Tuesday next. 

Masle. You had as good pray, sir : she will not 
stir till you have : Say any thing. 

Wild. Fair lady, though I am not worthy of the 
least of your favours, yet give me the happiness this 
evening to see you at your father's door, that I may 
acquaint you with part of my sufferings. 

\Aside to Jac. 

Alen. Come, daughters, have you done ? 

Jtxc. Immediately, sir. — Cavalier, I will not fail 
to be there at the time appointed, if it be but to 
teach you more wit, henceforward, than to engage 
your heart so lightly. \^Aside to Wild. 

Wild. I have engaged my heart with so much zeal 
and true devotion to your divine beauty, that 

Alon. What means this cavalier ? 

Jac. Some zealous ejaculation. 

Alan. May the saint hear him ! 

Joe. rU answer for her. 

[Exeunt Father and Daughters. 

Wild. Now, Bellamy, what success ? 

JSel. I prayed to a more marble saint than that 
was in the shrine ; but you, it seems, have been suc- 
cessful. 

Wild. And so shalt thou ; let me alone for both. 

JSel. If you'll undertake it, I'll make bold to in- 
dulge my love, and within these two hours be a 
desperate inamorato. I feel I am coming apace to 
it. 

WUd. Faith, I can love at any time with a wish, 
at my rate : 1 give my heart according to the old 
law of pawns, to be returned me before sunset. 

7 
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Bel. I love only that I may keep my heart wann ; 
for a man's a pool, if love stir him not ; and to bring 
it to that pass, I first resolve whom to love, and 
presently after imagine I am in love : for a strong 
imamnation is required in a lover as much as in a 
witdi. 

Wild. And is this all your receipt ? 

Bel. These are my principal ingredients ; as for 
piques, jealousies, duels, daggers, and halters, I let 
them alone to the vulgar. 

Wild. Pr'y thee, let* s round the street a little ; till 
INlaskall watches for their woman. 

Bel. That's well thought on : He shall about it 
immediately. 

We will attempt the mistress by the maid : 

Women by women still are best betray'd. 

ACT IL SCENE I. 

Enter Wildblood, Bellamy, and Mask all. 

Wild. Did you speak with her woman ? 

Mask. Yes, but she was in haste, and bid me 
wait her hereabouts when she returned. 

Bel. Then you have discovered nothing mote ? 

Mask. Only, in general, that Donna Tneodosia 
is engaged elsewhere ; so that all your courtship will 
be to no purpose — But for your mistress, sir, [To 
Wild.] she is waded out of her depth in love to 
you already. 

WHd. That's very hard, when I am scarce knee- 
deep with her. 'Tis true, I have given her hold of 
my heart ; but, if she take not heed, it wiU slip 
through her fingers. 

Bel. You are prince of the soil, sir, and may take 
your pleasure when you please ; but I am tJhe eve 
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to your holiday, and must fast for being joined to 
you. 

WUd. Were I as thou art, I would content my- 
self with having but one fair flight at her, without 
wearying myself on the wing for a retrieve ; for, 
when all is done, the quarry is but a woman. 

Sel. Thank you, sir, you would fly them both 
yourself; and while I turn tail, we should have you 
come, jingling with your bells in the neck of my 
partridge. Do you remember who encouraged me 
to love, and promised me his assistance ? 

Wild. Ay, while there was hope, Frank ! while 
there was hope ! but there's no contending with 
one's destiny. 

Set. Nay, it may be I care as little for her as 
another man ; but, while she flies before me, I must 
follow. I can love a woman first with ease ; but if 
she begins to fly before me, I grow opiniatre as the 
devil. 

Wild. What a secret have you found out ? Why, 
*ti8 the nature of all mankind. We love to get our 
mistresses, and purr over them, as cats do over 
mice, and let them go a little way ; and all the 
pleasure is, to pat them back again. But yours, I 
take it, Frank, is gone too far. Pr'y thee, how long 
dost thou intend to love at this rate ? 

Bel. Till the evil constellation be past over me. 
Yet> I believe, it would hasten my recovery, if I 
knew whom she loved. 

Mask. You shall not be long without that satis- 
faction. 

Wild. 'St, the door opens ; and two women are 
coming out. 

Bel. By their stature, they should be thy gra- 
cdous mistress and Beatrix. 

Wild. Methinks you should know your cue then, 
and withdraw. 
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Bel. Well, I'll leave you to your fortune ; but, 
if you come to close fighting, I shall make bold to 
nm in, and part you. 

[Bellamy and Maskall, withdrawing. 

Wild. Yonder she comes, with full sails i'faith ! 
I'll hail her amain, for England. 

Enter Jacintha awrf Beatrix, at the other endoj 

the stage. 

Beat. You do love him then ? 

Jac. Yes, most vehemently ! 

Beat. But set some bounds to your affection. 

Jac. None but fools confine their pleasure. What 
usurer ever thought his coffers held too much ? No, 
I'll give myself the swing, and love without re- 
serve. If I keep a passion, I'll not starve it in my 
service. 

Beat. But are you sure he will deserve this kind- 
ness? 

Jac. I never trouble myself so long beforehand. 
Jealousies and disquiets are the dregs of an amour ; 
but I'll leave mine before I have drawn it off so 
low. When it once grows troubled, I'll give vent 
to a fi*esh draught. 

Beat. Yet it is but prudence to try him first ; 
no pilot ventures on an unknown coast without 
sounding. 

Jac. Well, to satisfy thee, I am content ; partly, 
too, because I find a kind of pleasure in laying baits 
for him. 

Beat. The two great virtues of a lover are con- 
stancy and liberality ; if he possess those two, you 
may be happy in him. 

Jac. Nay, if he be not lord and master of both 

those qualities, I disown him But who goes 

there ? 



SCENE I. AN EVENING'S LOVE. 251 

Beat. He; I warrant you, madam ; for his servant 
told me he was Waiting hereabout. 

Joe. Watch the door ; give me notice, if any 
come. 

Beat. I'll secure you, madam. \^Eait Beat. 

Jiwr. to Wild. What, have you laid an ambush 
for me ? 
■ Wild. Only to make a reprisal of my heart. 

Jac. 'Tis so wild, that the lady, who has it in her 
keeping, would be glad she were well rid on't, it 
does so flutter about the cage. 'Tis a mere Baja- 
zet ; and if it be not let out the sooner, will beat 
out its brains against the grates. 

Wild. I am afraid the lady has not fed it, and 
'tis wild for hunger. 

Jee. Or, perhaps, it wants company ; shall she 
put' another to it ? 

Wild. Ay ; but then it were best to trust them 
out of the cage together ; let them hop about at 
Jih^rty. 

. -.Jac. But, if they should lose one another in the 
wide world ! 

*: WUd. They'll meet at night, I warrant them.. 
. Jac. But is not your heart of the nature of those 
birds, that breed in one country, and go to winter 
in tiix>ther ? 

WUd. Suppose it does so ; yet, I take my mate 
along with me. And now, to leave our parables, 
and speak in the language of the vulgar, what think 
you of a voyage to merry England ? 

c/ii.'. Just as -Slsop's frog did, of leaping into a 
deep well in a drought. . If he ventured the leap, 
there might be water ; but, if there were no water, 
jbow should he get out again ? 

Wild. Faith, we live in a good honest country, 
fWhere we are content with our old vices ; partly 
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because we want wit to invent mcHre new. A co- 
lony of Spaniards, or spiritual Italians^ planted 
among us, would make us much more racy. Tis 
true, our variety is not much ; but, to speak noUy 
of our way of living, 'tis like that of the sun, whidi 
rises, and looks upon the same thing he saw yester- 
day, and goes to bed again. 

Jac. But I hear your women live most blessedly ; 
there is no such thing as jealousy among the hus- 
bands ; if any man has horns, he bears them as lof- 
tily as a stag, and as inoffensively. 

WUd. All this, I hope, gives you no ill character 
of the country? 

Jac. But what need we go into another climate ? 
as our love was bom here, so let it live and die 
here, and be honestly buried in its native country. 

Wild. Faith, agreed with all my heart. For I 
am none of those unreasonable lovers, that propose 
to themselves the loving to eternity. The trutn is^ 
a month is commonly my stint ; but, in that mpntb, 
I love so dreadfully, that it is after a twelve-month's 
rate of common love. 

Jac. Or, would not a fortnight serve our turn ? 
for, in troth, a month looks somewhat dismally ; 
'tis a whole Egyptian year. If a moon changes in 
my love, I shall think my Cupid grown dull, or fall- 
en into an apoplexy. 

Wild. Well, I pray heaven we both get off as 
clear as we imagine ; for my part, I like your hu- 
mour so damnably well, that I fear I am in for a 
week longer than I proposed. I am half afraid your 
Spanish planet and mv English one have been ac- 
quainted, and have round out some by-room or 
other in the twelve houses : I wish they have been 
honourable. 

Jac. The best way for both were to take up in 
time ; yet I am afi^aid our forces are engaged so 
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&r, that we must make a battle on't. What think 
you of disobliging one another from this day for- 
ward ; and shewing all our ill humours at the first, 
whicsh lovers use to keep as a reserve, till they are 
married? 

Wild. Or let us encourage one another to a 
breach, by the dangers of possession. I have a song 
to that purpose. 

Jac Fray let me hear it. I hope it will go to 
the tune of our Pctssa-caUes. 

Song. 

You chamCd me not with tiiyfmrffkce^ 

Though it was all divine : 
To be another*^ is the grace. 

That makes me wish you mine. 
The gods fmd fortune take their part, 

TTho, like younff monarchs^^figkt^ 
And boldly dare invade that heart. 

Which is another's right. 
First, mad with hope, we undertake 

To puU up every bar ; 
But, once possessed, tvejainily make 

A dull defensive war. 
Now, every friend is turned a foe. 

In hope to get ovr store ; 
Andpassion makes us cowards grow, 

Jrhich mnude us brave btfore. 

Joe. Believe it, cavalier, you are a dangerous per- 
son. Do you hold forth your gifts, in hopes to 
make me love you less ? 

WHd. They would signify little, if we were once 
married. Those gaieties are all nipt and frost-bit- 
ten in the marriage-bed, i'faith. 

Jac. I am sorry to hear 'tis so cold a place. But 
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'tis a]l one to us, who do not mean to trouble it 
The truth is, your humour pleases me exceeding- 
ly ; how long it will do so, I know not ; but so long 
as it does, I am resolved to give mysdf the content 
of seeing you. For, if I should once constrain my- 
self, I might fall in love in good earnest. But I 
have stayed too long with you, and would be loatU 
to surfeit you at first. 

Wild, Surfeit me, madam ? why, you have but 
tantalized me all this while ! 

Jcu:. What would you have ? 

Wild. A hand, or a lip, or any thing that you 
can spare ; when you have conjured up a spirit, he 
must have some employment, or he'll tear you a- 
pieces. 

Jcic. Well, here's my picture, to help your con- 
templation in my absence. 

Wild. You have already the original of mine. 
But some revenge you must allpw me. A locket 
of diamonds, or some such trifle, the ntet time I 
kiss your hand. 

Jac. Fie, fie ! you do not think me mercenary ? 
Yet, now I think on't, I'll put you into our Spanish 
mode of love. Our ladies here use to be the bank- 
ers of their servants, and to have their gold in keep- 
ing. 

Wild. This is the least trial you could have made 
of me. I have some three hundred pistoles by me ; 
those I'll send by my servant. 

Jac. Confess freely, you mistrust me. * But if 
you find the least qualm about your gold, pray 
keep it for a cordial. 

Wild. The cordial must be applied to the heart, 
and mine is with you, madam. Well ; I say no 
more ; but these are dangerous beginnings for hold- 
ing on. I find my month will have more than rone- 
and-thirty days in't. 
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Enter Beatrix, running. 

Seat. Madam, your father calls in haste for yoii» 
and is looking for you about the house. 

Jac. Adieu, servant ; be a good manager of your 
stock of love, that it may hold out your month ; I 
am afraid you'll waste so much of it before to-mor- 
row night, that you'll shine but with a quarter 
moon upon me. 

Wild. It shall be a crescent. 

[^Exeunt Wild, and Jac. severally. 
[Beatrix is goings and Maskall runs and 
stops her. 

Mash. Pay your ransom ; you are my prisoner. 

Beat. What! do you fight after the French 
fashion ; take towns before you declare war ? 

Mask. I shall be glad to imitate them so far, to 
be in the middle of the country before you could 
resist me. 

Beat. Well, what composition, monsieur ? 

Mask. Deliver up your lady's secret; what makes 
her so cruel to my master ? 

Beat. Which of my ladies, and which of your 
masters ? For, I suppose, we are factors for both of 
them. 

Mask. Your eldest lady, Theodosia. 

Beat. How dare you press your mistress to an 
inconvenience ? 

Mask. My mistress ? I understand not that lan- 
guage ; the fortune of the valet ever follows that 
of the master ; and his is desperate. If his fate were 
altered for the better, I should not care if I ventu- 
red upon you for the worse. 

Beat. I have told you already, Donna Theodosia 
loves another. 

Mask. Has he no name ? 



S56 AN evening's love. act II. 

Beat Let it suffice, he is born noble, though 
without a fortune. His poverty makes him conceal 
his love from her father ; but she sees him every 
night in private ; and, to blind the world, about 8 
fortnight ago he took a solemn leave of her, as if 
he were going into Flanders. In the mean time; 
he lodges at the house of Don Liopez de Gamboa; 
and is himself called Don M dehor de Guzman. 

Mask. Don Melchor de Guzman ! O heavens ! 

Beat, What amazes you ? 

Theo. {WithinJ] Why, Beatrix, where are you ? 

Beat. You hear I am called. — ^Adieu ; and be sine 
you keep my counsel. 

Mask. Come, sir, you see the coast is dear, 

[Exit Beat. 

Enter Bellamy. 

Bel. Clear, dost thou say ? No, tis full of rocb 
and quicksands. Yet nothing vexes me so much, 
as that she is in love with su^ a poor rogue. 

Mask. But that she should lodge privately in 
the same house with us ! 'twas oddly contrived of 
fortune. 

BeL Hang him, rogue! methinks I see him, 
perching, like an owl, by day, and not daring to 
flutter out till moon-light. The rascal invents 
love, and brews his compuments all day, ^nd broach- 
es them at night ; just as some of our dry wits do 
their stories, before they come into company. Well, 
if I could be revenged on either of them ! 

Mask. Here she comes again, with Beatrix ; btit, 
good sir, moderate your passion. 

J5?wfer Theodosia and Beatrix. 

BeL Nay, madam ; you are known ; and must 
not pass till I have spoken with you. 

[Bel. lifts up Tiieodosia's veil 
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Tkeo. This rudeness to a person of my quality 
may cost you dear. Pray, when did I give you en* 
oouragement for so much familiarity ? 

JBel. When you scorned me in the chapel* 

JTieq. The truth is, I denied you as heartily as 
I oould, that I might not be twice troubled with 
you. 

JBel. Yet you have not this aversion for all the 
world : However, I was in hope, though the day 
frowned, the night might prove as propitious to me 
as it is to others* 

Theo. I have now a quarrel both to the sun and 
moon, because I have seen you both by their lights, 

Sd. Spare the moon, I beseech you, madam ; 
she is a very trusty planet to you. 

Seat. O, Maskall, you have ruined me ! 

Mask. Dear sir, hold yet ! 

jBeL Away! 

Theo. Pray, sir, expound your meaning ; for, I 
confess, I am in the dark. 

Sel. Methinks you should discover it by moon-* 
light. Or, if you would have me speak clearer to 
you, give me leave to wait on you at a midnight 
assignation ; and, that it may not be discovered, 
rU feign a voyage beyond sea, as if I were going a 
captaining to Flanders. 

Mask. A pox on his memory ! he has not forgot 
one syllable ! 

T%eo. Ah, Beatrix ! you have betrayed and sold 
me! 

JBeat. You have betrayed and sold yourself, ma- 
dam, by vour own rashness to confess it ; heaven 
knows I have served you but too faithfully. 

7^0. Peace, impudence! and see my face no 
more! 

VOL. III. R 
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Mask. Do you know what work you have made, 
sir? 

J?e/. Let her see what she has got by slighting 
me. 

Mask. You had best let Beatrix be turned away 
for me to keep : If you do, I know whose purse 
shall pay for't. 

Bel. That's a curse I never thought on : Cast 
about quickly, and save all yet. Range, quest, and 
spring a lie immediately ! 

Theo. to Beat Never importune me farther ; you 
shall go ; there's no removing me. 

Beat. Well ; this is ever the reward- of inno- 
cence- \Gmiig. 

Mash. Stay, guiltless virgin, stay ; thou shalt 
not go ! 

Theo. Why, who should hinder it ? 

Ma^k. That will I, in the name of truth,— 4f this 
hard-bound lie would but come from me. [Aside. 
Madam, I must tell you it lies in my power to ap* 
pease this tempest with one word. 

Beat Would it were come once ! 

Mask. Nay, sir, 'tis all one to me, if you turn 
me away upon't ; I can hold no longer, 

Theo. What does the fellow mean ? 

Ma^sk. For all your noddings, and your mathe- 
matical grimacesr— in short, madam, my master has 
been conversing with the planets ; and from them 
has had the knowledge of your affairs. 

Bel. This rogue amazes me ! 

Mask. I care not, sir, I am for truth ; that will 
shame you, and all your devils : — In short, madam, 
this master of mine, that stands before you, without 
a word to say for himself, so like an oaf, as I might 
say, with reverence to him 

Bel. The rascal makes me mad ! 
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Mash. Is the greatest astrologer in Christendom. 

Tlieo. Your master an astrologer ? 

Mask. A most profound one. 

JBel. Why, you dog, you do not consider what an 
improbable lie this is ; which, you know, I can ne- 
ver make good ! Disgorge it, you cormorant ! or 

rU pinch your throat out. 

[ Takes him by the throat. 

Mask. 'Tis all in vain, sir ! you are, and shall be 
an astrologer, whatever I suffer ; you know all 
things ; see into all things ; foretel all things ; and 
if you pinch more truth out of me, I will confess 
you are a conjurer. 

JBel. How, sirrah ! a conjurer ? 

Mask. I mean, sir, the devil is in your fingers : 
Own it— you had best, sir, and do not provoke me 
fiirther. \While he is speakings Bellamy stops his 
mouth hyfitsJ] What ! did I not see you an hour 
ago turning over a great folio, with strange figures 
in it, and then muttering to yourself, like any poet ; 
and then naming Theodosia, and then starting up 
in the sky, and then poring upon the ground ; — so 
that, betwixt God and the devil, madam, he came 
to know your love. 

Bel. Madam, if ever I knew the least term in 
astrology, I am the arrantest son of a whore breath- 
ing. 

Beat. O, sir, for that matter, you shall excuse my 
lady. Nay, hide your talents if you can, sir. 

TTieo. The more you pretend ignorance, the more 
we are resolved to believe you skilful. 

Bel. You'll hold your tongue yet. [To Mask. 

Mask. You shall never make me hold my tongue, 
except you conjure me to silence : What ! did you 
not call me touJook into a crystal, and there shew- 
ed me a fair gl&den, and a Spaniard stalking in his 
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narrow breeches, and walking underneath a win- 
dow ? I should know him again amongst a thou- 
sand. 

Beat. Don Melchor, in my conscience^ madam. 

Bel. This rcmie will invent more stories of me^ 
than e'er were rathered upon Lilly ! 

Mask. Will you confess then ? do you think I'll 
stain my honour to swallow a lie for you ? 

Bel. Well, a pox on you, I am an astrologer. 

Beat O, are you so, sir ? 

Tkeo. I hope then, learned sir, as you have been 
curious in enquiring into my secrets, you will be 
so much a cavalier as to conceal them. 

Bel. You need not doubt me, madam ; I am more 
in your power than you can be in mine : Besides, 
if I were once known in town, the next thing, for 
aught I know, would be to bring me before the fii- 
thers of the inquisition. 

Beai. Well, madam, what do you think of me 
now ? I have betrayed you ! I have sold you ! how 
can you ever make me amends for this imputati(»i ? 
I did not think you could have used me so 

\Cries^ and claps her hands at her, 

Theo. Nay, pr'ythee, Beatrix, do not cry; M 
leave off my new gown to-morrow, and thou shalt 
have it. 

Beat. No, 111 cry eternally ! you have taken away 
my good name from me ; and you can never make 
me recompence— -except you give me your new 
gorget too. 

Theo. No more words ; thou shalt have it, girl. 

Beat. Of madam, your father has surprised us ! 

Enter Don Alonzo, and frowns. 

Bel. Then, I'll begone, to avoid suspicion. 
Theo. By your favour, sir, you shall stay a little ; 
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the happiness of so rare an acquaintance ought to 
be cherished on my side by a longer conversation. 

Alon. Theodosia, what business have you with 
this cavalier ? 

Theo. That, sir, which will make you as ambi- 
tious of being known to him as I have been. Un- 
der the habit of a gallant, he conceals the greatest 
astrologer this day living. 

Ahn. You amaze me, daughter ! 

TTieo. For my own part, I have been consulting 
with him about some particulars of my fortunes 
past and future ; both which he has resolved me 
with that admirable knowledge 

JBel. Yes, faith, sir, I was foretelling her of a dis- 
aster that severely threatened her. And — one thing 
I foresee already by my stars, that I must bear up 
boldly, or I am lost. [Aside. 

Mask, to JBel. Never fear him, sir ; he's an ig- 
norant fellow, and credulous, I warrant him« 

Alon. Daughter, be not too confident in your be- 
lief; there's nothing more uncertain than the old 
prophecies of these Nostradamusses ; but of what 
nature was the question which you asked him ? 

Theo. What should be my fortune in marriage. 

Alon. And, pray, what did you answer, sir ? 

JBel. I answered her the truth, that she is in 
danger of marrying a gentleman without a fortune. 

I%eo. And this, sir, has put me in such a fright — 

Alon. Never trouble yourself about it, daughter ; • 
follow my advice, and I warrant you a rich hus- 
band. 

JBel. But the stars say she shall not follow your 
advice : If it happens otherwise. 111 burn my folio 
volumes, and my manuscripts too, I assure you 
that, sir. 

Alon. Be not too confident, young man ; I know 
somewhat in astrology myself; for, in my young- 
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er years, I studied it ; and, though I say it^ made 
some small proficiency in it. 

Bel. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Alon. And I could only find it was no way de- 
monstrative, but altogether fallacious. 

Mask. On what a rock have we split ourselves I 

Bel. Now my ignorance will certainly come out ! 

Beat. Sir, remember you are old and crazy, sir; 

and if the evening air should take you ^beseech 

you, sir, retire. 

Alon. Knowledge is to be preferred before health; 
I must needs discuss a point with this learned ca- 
valier, concerning a difficult question in that art, 
which almost gravels me. 

Ma^k. How I sweat for him, Beatrix, and my- 
self too, who have brought him into this profmu- 
nire ! 

Beat. You must be impudent ; for our old man 
will stick like a burr to you, now he's in a dis- 
pute. 

Ahn. What judgment may a man reasonably 
form from the trine aspect of the two infortunes in 
angular houses ? 

Bel. That's a matter of nothing, sir ; I'll turn ray 
man loose to you for such ^ question. . 

[^Puts Maskali, Jorward. 

Alon. Come on, sir. I am the querent. 

Mask. Meaning me, sir! I vow to Gk)d, and 
your worship knows it, I never made that science 
my study in the least, sir. 

Bel. The gleanings of mine are enough for that. 
Why, you impudent rogue you, hold forth your 
gifts, or I'll — What a devil, must I be pestered 
with every trivial question, when there's not a mas- 
ter in town of any science, but has his usher for 
these mean offices ? 
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Theo. Try him in some deeper question, sir ; you 
see he will not put himself forth tor this. 

Alon. Then I'll be more abstruse with him : 
What think you, sir, of the taking of Hyleg ? or of 
the best way of rectification for a nativity ? Have 
you been conversant in the Centiloquium of Tris- 
megistus ? What think you of Mars in the tenth, 
when *tis his own house, or of Jupiter configurated 
with malevolent planets ? 

SeL I thought what your skill was ! to answer 
your question in two words. Mars rules over the 
martial, and Jupiter over the jovial ; and so of the 
rest, sir. 

Alon. This every school-boy could have told me. 

Bel. Why then you must not ask such school- 
boy's questions. But your carcase, sirrah, shall pay 
for this. [^Aside to Maskall. 

Alan. You seem not to understand the terms> sir« 

Bel. By your favour, sir, I know there are five 
of them ; do not I know your Michaelmas, your 
Hillary, your Easter, your Trinity, and your Long 
Vocation term, sir ? 

Alon. I do not understand a word of this jargon, 

Bel. It may be not, sir ; I believe the terms are 
not the same in Spain they are in England. 

Mash. Did one ever hear so impudent an igno- 
rance? 

Alon. The terms of art are the same dvery where. 

Bel. Tell me that ! you are an old man, and they 
are altered since you studied them. 

Alon. That may be, I must confess ; however, if 
you please to discourse something of the art to me, 
you shall find me an apt scholar. 

Enter a Servant to Alonzo. 

Ser. Sir [IVhispers. 

Alon. Stir, I am sorry a business of importance 
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calls me hence ; but I'll wait on you some other 
time, to discourse more at large of astrology. 

Bel. Is your business very pressing ? 

AUm. It is, I assure you, sir. 

Bel. I am very sorry, for I should have instruct- 
ed you in such rare secrets ! I have no fault, but 
that I am too communicative. 

AUm. I'll dispatch my business, and return im- 
mediately ; come away, daughter. 

[Exeunt Alon. Theo. Beat, and Sen. 

Bel. A devil on his learning ! he had brought me 
to my last legs ; I was fighting as low as ever im 
'Squire Widdrington. 

Mask. Who would have suspected it firom that 
wicked elder ? 

Bel. Suspected it ? why 'twas palpable fixnn hb 
very physiognomy ; he looks like Haly, and the 
spirit Fircue in the fortune^book. 

Enter Wildblood. 

Wild. How now, Bellamy ! in wrath ! pr^ythee, 
what's the matter ? 

Bel. The story is too long to tell you ; but this 
rogue here has made me pass for an arrant fortune- 
teller. 

Mash. If I had not, I am sure he must have pass- 
ed for an arrant madman ; he had discovered, in a 
rage, all that Beatrix had confessed to me concem- 
ing her mistress's love ; and I had no other way 
to bring him off, but to say he knew it by the pla- 
nets. 

Wild. And art thou such an oaf to be vexed at 
this ? as the adventure may be managed, it may 
make the most pleasant one in all the camivaL. 

Bel. Death ! I shall have all Madrid about me 
in these two days. 

WHd. Nay, all Spain, i'faith, as fast as I can di« 
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vulge thee : Not a ship shall pass out from any 
port, but shall ask thee for a wind ; thou shalt have 
all the trade of Lapland within a month. 

JBel. And do you think it reasonable for me fo 
stand defendant to all the impertinent questions, 
that the town can ask me ? 

WUd. Thou shalt do't, boy : Pox on thee, thou 
dost not know thine own happiness; thou wilt 
have the ladies come to thee ; and if thou dost not 
fit them with fortunes, thou art bewitched. 

M(ish. Sir, 'tis the easiest thing in nature ; you 
need but speak doubtfully, or keep yourself in ge- 
neral terms, and, for the most part, tell good rather 
than bad fortune. 

WUd. And if at any time thou venturest at par- 
ticulars, have an evasion ready like Lilly ; as thus, — 
It will infallibly happen, if our sins hinder not. — ^I 
would undertake, with one of his almanacks, to 
give very good content to all Christendom, anjd 
what good luck fell not out in one kingdom, should 
in another. 

Mash. The pleasure on't will be to see how all 
his customers will contribute to their own decei- 
ving ; and verily believe he told them that, which 
they told him. 

Bel. Umph ! now I begin to taste it ; I am like 
the drunken tinker in the play, a great prince, and 
never knew it. 

WUd. A great prince ! a great Turk ; we shall 
have thee, within these two days, do grace to the 
ladies, by throwing out a handkerchief; 'life, I could 
feast upon thy fragments. 

JBel. If the women come, you shall be sure to 
help me to undergo the burden ; for, though you 
make me an astronomer, I am no Atlas, to bear all 
upon my back. But who are these ? 
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Enter Musicians, witk di^^ises; amd some in their 

hands. 

Wild. You know the men, if thdr masking ha- 
bits were off ; they are the music of our ambassa- 
dor's retinue. ^\y project is to ^ve our mistress a 
serenade, this being the last evening of the carni- 
val ; and, to prevent discovery, here are disguises 
for us too. 

Bel. 'Tis very well ; come, Maskall, help on with 
them, while they tune their instruments. 

JVtld. Strike up, gentlemen ; we'll entertain them 
with a song a PAnglwse ; pray, be ready with your 
chorus. 

Song. 

After the pangs i^ a desperate laver 9 
When day and night I have sighed all in vain ; 

Ah, what a pleasure it is to discover 
In her eyes pity, who causes my pain ! 

When^ with unkindness, our love at a stand is. 
And both have punished ourselves with the pain ; 

Ah, what a pleasure the touch of her hand is ! 
Ah, what a pleasure to press it again ! 

When the denial comes fainter andjaimter. 
And her eyes give what her tongue does deny ; 

Ah, what a trembling I feel, when I venture ! 
Ah, what a trembling does usher my Joy ! 

When, with a sigh, she accords me the blessingf 
And her eyes twinkle ^twixt pleasure and pain; 

Ah, what a joy 'tis, beyond all expressing ! 
Ah, what a joy to hear — shaU we again ! 
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THEODOSiAaneZ Jacintha above. 3 AQi^TUAlkrcfws 
down her handkerchief, with a favour tied to it. 

Jac. Ill musicians must be rewarded : There, ca- 
ralier^ 'tis to buy your silence. 

[Exeunt women from above. 
Wild. By -this light, which at present is scarce an 
witfa^ an handkerchief, and a favour ! 

\Mmic and guitars tuning on the other side of 
the Stage. 
JBel. Hark,Wildblood ! doyou hear? There's more 
nelody. On my life, some Spaniards have taken up 
Ills post for the same design. 
Wild. I'll be with their catguts immediately. 
JSel. Pr*ythee, be patient ; we shall lose the sport 
^Ise. 

Hon Lopez and Don Melchoii disguised, with 
Servants and Musicians on the other side. 

Wild. 'Tis some rival of yours or mine, Bellamy ; 
for he addresses to this window. 
X^el. Damn him, let's fall on then. 
[ The two Spaniards and the English fight : The 
Spaniards are beaten off the Stage; the Musi- 
. ctans on both sides, and Servants, faU confu- 
sedly one over the other. They all get off , only 
Maskall remains upon the ground. 
Mask. [RisingJ] So all's past, and I am safe : A 
Dox on these fighting masters of mine, to bring me 
nto this danger, with their valours and magnani- 
nities. When I go a-serenading again with them, 
I'll give them leave to make fiddle-strings of my 
imall-rguts. 

To him Don Lopez. 

Ijop. Who goes there ? 

Mask. 'Tis Don Lopez, by his voice. 
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Lcp. The same ; and, by yours, you should be- 
long to my two English guests. Did you hear no 
tumult hereabouts ? 

Mask. I heard a clashing of swords, and men a 
fighting. 

Lop. I had my share in't ; but how came yoa 
here? 

Mask. I came hither by my master's order, to8ee 
if you were in any danger. 

Lop. But how could he imagine I was in any? 

Mask. Tis all one for that, sir; he knew it,bT«-— 
Heaven, what was I a going to say ! I had' like to 
have discovered all ! 

Lop. I find there is some secret in% and you dare 
not trust me. 

Mask. If you will swear on your honour to be 
very secret, I will tell vou. 

Lop. As I am a cavalier, and by my beard, I will. 

Mask. Then, in few words, he knew it by astro- 
logy, or magic. 

Lop. You amaze me ! Is he conversant in the o^ 
cult sciences ? 

Mask. Mpst profoundly. 

Lop. I always thought him an extraordinary per- 
son ; but I could never imagine his head lay that 
way. 

Mask. He shewed me yesterday, in a glass, a 
lady's maid at London, whom I well knew ; and 
with whom I used to converse on a pallet in a 
drawing-room, while he was paying his devotions 
to her lady in the bed-chamber. 

Lop. Lord, what a treasure for a state were here ! 
and how much might we save by this man, in fo- 
reign intelligence ! 

Mask. And just now he shewed me, how you 
were assaulted in the dark by foreigners. 

Lop. Could you guess what countrymen ? 
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Mask. I imamned them to be Italians. 

Ldyp. Not unlikely ; for they played most furi- 
ously at our backsides. 

Mask. I will return to my master with the good 
news of your safety ; but once again be secret ; or 
disclose it to none but friends. — So^ there's one 
woodcock more in the springe. [Exit. 

JLop. Yes, I will be very secret ; for I will tell it 
only to one person ; but she is a woman. I will to 
Aurelia, and acquaint her with the skill of this rare 
artist She is curious, as all women are ; and, 'tis 

frobable, will desire to look into the glass to see 
)on Melchor, whom she believes absent ; so that 
by this means, without breaking my oath to him, 
he will be discovered to be in town. Then his in- 
trigue with Theodosia will come to light too, for 
which Aurelia will, I hope, discard him, and receive 
me. I will about it instantly : 

Success, in love, on diligence depends ; 

No lazy lover e'er attain'd his ends. [Exit. 
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Enter Bellamy and Maskall. 

Bel. Then, they were certainly Don Lopez and 
Don Melchor, with whom we fought. 

Made. Yes, sir. 

SeL And when you met Lopez, he swallowed 
all you told him ? 

Mash. As greedily, as if it had been a new saint's 
miracle. 

Sel. I see 'twill spread. 

Mask. And the fame of it will be of use to you 
in your next amour ; for the women, you know, run 
mad after fortune-tellers and preachers. 
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Bel. But for all my bragging, this amour is not 
yet worn off. I find constancy, and once a night, 
come naturally uppn a man towards thirty ; only 
we set a face on't, and call ourselves inconstant for 
our reputation. 

Mask. But what say the stars, sir ? 

Bel. They move faster than you imagine ; for I 
have got me an argol, and an English almanack, bj 
help of which, in one half hour, I have learned to 
cant with an indifferent good grace. Conjunction, 
opposition, trine, square, and sextile, are now no 
longer bugbears to me, I thank my stars for't. 

Enter Wildblood. 

Monsieur Wildblood, in good time ! What, you 
have been taking pains, too, to divulge my talent? 

Wild. So successfully, that shortly there will be 
no talk in town, but of you only. Another miracle 
or two, and a sharp sword, and you stand fair for a 
new prophet. 

Bel. But where did you begin to blow the trum- 
pet? 

WUd. In the gaming-house, where I found most 
of the town- wits ; the prose-wits playing, and the 
verse-wits rooking. 

Bel. All sorts of gamesters are so superstitious, 
that I need not doubt of my reception there. 

Wild. From thence 1 went to the latter end of a 
comedy, and there whispered it to the next man I 
knew, who had a woman by him. 

Mask. Nay, then, it went like a train of powder, 
if once they had it by the end. 

Wild. Like a squib upon a line,' i*faith ; it ran 
through one row, and came back upon me in the 
next. At my going out I met a knot of Spaniards, 
who were formally listening to one, who was rela- 
ting it ; but he told the story so ridiculously, with 
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his marginal notes upon it, that I was forced to con* 
tradict him. 

Sel. 'Twas discreetly done. 

WUd. Ay, for you, but not for me: What, says he, 
must such Boracho's as you take upon you to vilify 
a man of science ? I tell you, he's of my intimate 
acquaintance, and I have known him long for a 

Prodigious person. — When I saw my Don so fierce, 
thought it not wisdom to quarrel for so slight a 
matter as your reputation, and so withdrew. 

SeL A pox of your success ! now shall I have my 
chamber besieged to-morrow morning : There will 
be no stirring out for me ; but I must be fain to 
take up their ^questions in a cleft-cane, or a begging- 
box, as they do charity in prisons. 

Wild. Faith, I cannot help what your learning 
has brought you to. Gk) in and study. I foresee 
you will have but few holidays. In the mean time, 
I'll not fail to give the world an account of your en- 
dowments. Farewell ! Til to the gaming-house. 

^ lExitWiLi^. 

Mask. O, sir, here is the rarest adventure, and, 
which is more, come home to you ! 

JBel. What is it ? 

'Mask. A fair lady, and her woman, wait in the 
outer room to speak with you. 

JBel. But how know you she is fair ? 

Mask. Her woman plucked up her veil when she 
spoke to 9ie ; so that having seen her this evening, 
I know her mistress to be Donna Aurelia, cousin to 
your mistress Theodosia, and who lodges in the 
same house with her. She wants a star or two, I 
warrant you. 

JBel. My whole constellation is at her service. 
But what is she for a woman ? 

Mask. Fair enough, as Beatrix has told me ; but 
sufficiently impertinent. She is one of those ladies. 
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who make ten visits in an afternoon ; and entertain 
her they see, with speaking ill of the last, from 
whom they parted. In few words, she is on^ of the 
greatest coquettes in Madrid ; and to shew she u 
one, she cannot speak ten words without some af- 
fected phrase that is in fitshion. 

BeL For my part, I can suffer any impertinence 
from a woman, provided she be handsome. Mj 
business is with her beauty, not with her monk ; 
let her confessor look to them. 

Mask. I wonder what she has to say to you ? 

Bel. I know not ; but 1 sweat for fear I should 
be gravelled. 

Mask. Venture out of your depth, and plunge 
boldly, sir : I warrant you will swim. 

Bel. Do not leave me, I charge you ; but when I 
look mournfully upon you, help me out. 

Enter Aubelia and Camilla. 

Mask. Here they are already. 

[AuB. plucks up her veSi. 

Aur. How am I dressed to-night, Camilla ? is no- 
thing disordered in my head ? 

Cam. Not the least hair, madam. 

Avr. No ! let me see. Give me the counsellor 
of the graces. 

Cam. The counsellor of the graces, madam ! 

Aur. My glass, I mean. What, will you never 
be so spiritual as to understand refined language? 

Cam. Madam ! 

Avr. Madam me no madam, but learn to re- 
trench your words ; and say ma'am ; as, yes ma'am, 
and no ma'am, as other ladies' women do. Ma- 
dam ! 'tis a year in pronouncing. 

Cam. Pardon me, madam. 

Aur Yet again, ignorance ! Pardon, madam ! fie, 
fie, what a superfluity is there, and how much sweet- 
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er the cadence is — parn me, ma'am ! and for your 
ladyship, your la'ship. — Out upon*t, what a furious 
indigence of ribands is here upon my head ! This 
dress is a libel to my beauty ; a mere lampoon. 
"Would any one, that had the least revenue of com- 
mon sense, have done this ? 

' Cam,. Ma'am, the cavalier approaches your la'ship. 

Sel. to Mask. Maskall, pump the woman ; and 
see if you can discover any thing to save my cre- 
dit 

Aur. Out upon it ! now I should speak, I want 
assurance, 

Bel. Madam, I was told you meant to honour 
me with your commands. 

Aur. I believe, sir, you wonder at my confidence 
in this visit ; but I may be excused for waiving a 
little modesty, to know the only person of the age. 

SeL I wish my skill were more, to serve you, 
madam. 

Aur. Sir, you are an unfit judge of vour own 
merits. For my own part, I confess, I nave a fu- 
rious inclination for the occult sciences ; but at pre- 
sent, 'tis my misfortune [Sighs. 

Bel. But why that sigh, madam ? 

Aur. You might spare me the shame of telling 
jrou ; since I am sure you can divine my thoughts. 
[ will, therefore, tell you nothing. 

Bel. What the devil will become of me now ! 

[Aside. 

Aur. You may give me an essay of your science, 
yy declaring to me the secret of my thoughts. 

B^l. If I, know your thoughts, madam, 'tis in 
^n for you to disguise them to me. Therefore, 
is you tender your own satisfaction, lay them open 
without bashfulness. 

Aur. I beseech you let us pass over that chapter ; 
or I am shame-faced to the last point. Since, 
VOL. iir. s 
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therefore, I cannot put off my modesty, suoeoor it, 
and tell me what I think. 

Bel. Madam, madam, that bashfulness must be 
laid aside : Not but that I* know your business per* 
fectly ; and will, if you please, unfold it to you all 
immediately. 

Aur. Favour me so far, I beseech you, sir ; for I 
furiously desire it. 

Bd. But then I must call up before you a moA 
dreadful spirit, with head upon head, and horns up- 
on horns. Therefore, consider how you can endm^ 
it. 

Aur. This is furiously furious ; but rather tban 
fail of my expectances, TU try my assurance. 

Bel. Well then, I find you will force me to this 
unlawful, and abominable act of conjuration. Be* 
member the sin is yours too. 

Aur. I espouse the crime also. 

Bel. I see, when a woman has a mind to*t, she'll 
never boggle at a sin. Pox on her, what shall I 
do ? [.4«3^.]— Well, I'll tell you your thougfata» 
madam ; but after that expect no farther service 
from me ; for 'tis your confidence must make mj 

art successful. Well, you are obstinate, then ; 

I must tell you your thoughts ? 

Aur. Hold, hold, sir ; I am content to pass ovar 
that chapter, rather than be deprived of your assist- 
ance. 

Bel. *Tis very well ; what need these circum- 
stances between us two ? Confess freely ; is not love 
your business ? 

Aur. You have touched me to the quick, sir. 

. Bel. Look you there ! you see I knew it ; nay) 
I'll tell you more, 'tis a man you love. 

Aur. O prodigious science ! I confess I love a 
man most furiously, to the last point, sir. 
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JBeL Now proceed, lady, your way is open ; I am 
resolved I'll not tell you a word farther, 

Aur. Well then, since I must acquaint you with 
'what you know much better than myself, I will tell 
you. I loved a cavalier, who was noble, young, and 
handsome ; this gentleman is since gone for Flan- 
ders ; now, whether he has preserved bis passion ini- 
violate, or not, is that whicn causes my inquietude. 

JBeL Trouble not yourself, madam ; he's as con- 
stant as a romance hero. 

Aur. Sir, your good news has ravished me most 
furiously ; but that I may have a confirmation of it, 
I beg only,'that you would lay your commands upon 
hit genius, or idea, to appear to me this night, that 
I may have my sentence from his mouth. This, sir, 
I know, is a slight effect of your science, and yet 
ivill infinitely oblige me. 

Sel. What the devil does she call a slight effect ! 
[AddeJ] — ^Why, lady, do you consider what you 
fay? you desire me to shew you a man, whom 
yourself confess to be in Flanders. 

Aur. To view him in a glass is nothing ; I would 
speak with him in person, I mean his idea, sir* 

Bel. Ay, but, madam, there is a vast sea betwixt 
U8 and Flanders ; and water is an enemy to coujut 
ration. A witch's horse, you know, when he en- 
ters into water, returns into a bottle of hay again. 

Aur. But, sir, I am not so ill a geographer, or, 
to speak more properly, a chorograpber, as not to 
know there is a passage by land from hence to 
Flanders. 

Bel. That's true, madam ; but magic works in a 
direct line. Why should you think the devil such 
an ass to go about ? 'Gad, he'll not stir a step out 
of his road for you, or any man. 

Aur. Yes, for a lady, sir ; I hope he's a person 



276 AN evening's love. act III. 

that wants not that civility for a ladj ; especiaQy a 
spirit that has the honour to belong to you, sir. 

Bel. For that matter, he's your servant, madam ; 
but his education has been in the fire, and he's na- 
turally an enemy to water, I assure you. 

Avr. I beg his pardon, for forgetting his antipa- 
thy ; but it imports not much, sir ; for I have lately 
received a letter from my servant, that he is yet in 
Spain, and stays for a wind in St Sebastian's. 

Bel. Now I am lost, past all redemption.-«Mask- 
all, must you be smickering after wenches, while I 
am in calamity ? [^Amde. 

Mask. It must be he, I'll venture on't. TAstde.}^ 
Alas, sir, I was complaining to myself ot the condi- 
tion of poor Don Metchor, who, you know^ is wind* 
bound at St Sebastian's. 

Bel. Why, you impudent villain, must you ofifer 
to name him publicly, when I have taken so much 
care to conceal him all this while ? 

Atir. Mitigate your displeasure, I beseech you ; 
and, without making farther testimony of it, gra- 
tify my expectances. 

Bel. Well, madam, since the sea hinders not, you 
shall have your desire. Look upon me with a fixed 

eye so or a little more amorously, if you 

please — ^good. Now favour me with your hand. 

Aur. Is it absolutely necessary you should press 
my hand thus ? 

Bel. Furiously necessary, I assure you^ madam ; 
for now I take possession of it in the name of the 
idea of Don Melchor. Now, madam, I am farther 
to desire of you, to write a note to his genius, 
wherein you desire him to appear, and this we men 
of art call a compact with the ideas. 

Aur. I tremble furiously. 

Bel. Give me your hand, I'll guide it. [They write. 
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Mash, to Cam. Now, lady mine, what think you 
of my master ? 

Cam. I think, I would not serve him for the 
world : Nay, if he can know our thoughts by look- 
. ing on us, we women are hypocrites to little pur- 
pose. 

Mask. He can do that and more ; for, by casting 
his eyes but once upon them, he knows whether 
they are maids, better than a whole jury of mid* 
^ wives. 

Cam. Now heaven defend me from him ! 
Mask. He has a certain small familiar, which he 
^ carries still about him, that never fails to make dis- 
covery. 

CUim. See, they have done writing ; not a word 

• more, for fear he knows my voice. 

3eL. One thing I had forgot, madam ; you must 
. subscribe your name to it. 

Aur. There 'tis. Farewell, cavalier, keep your 

• ]promise, for I expect it furiously. 

Cam. If he sees me, I am undone. 

[Hiding her face. 

Sel. Camilla ! 

Cam. starts and shrieks. Ah, he has found me ; 
I am ruined ! 

Beh You hide your face in vain ; for I see into 
your heart. 

Cam. Then, sweet sir, have pity on my frailty ; 

• for if my lady has the least inkling of what we did 
last nighty the poor coachman will be turned away. 

[^Eadt after her Lady. 
.» Mask. Well, sir, how like you your new profes- 
sion? 

' SeL Would 1 were well quit on't ; I sweat all 
over. 

Mask. But what faint-hearted devils yours are, 
that will not go by water ! Are they all Lancashire 
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devllst of the brood of Tybert and Grimalkin, tkt I i 
they dare not wet their feet ? I ( 

JBel. Mine are honest land devils, good pbun 
foot-postd, that beat upon the hoof for me : But to 
Mve their labour, here take this, and in some dit- 
guise deliver it to Don Melchor. 

Mask. Ill serve it upon him within this hour, 
whett he sallies out to his assignation with Tbeo- 
dosia : 'Tis but counterfeiting my voice a little ; for 
he cannot know me in the dark. But let me Me, 
what are the words ? 

Rttds.] Don Melchor, if tke fMgic qfiawhrn 
any power upon your spirit, I conjure you t9 apfeat 
this night before me : You may guess the gremuu 
qfmy passion, since it has forced me to have feeourie 
to art; but no shape ^hieh resembles you comfort 

AufiELU. 

Bel. Well, I am glad there's one point gained ; 
for, by this means, be will be hindered td4i)ght 
ih>m entertiilnlng Theodosia. — ^Pox on him, is he 
here again ? 

JEnter Don Alokzo. 

Alan. Cavalier Inglis, I have been seeking you : 
I have a present in my pocket for you } reM it by 
your art, and take it. 

Bel. That I could do easily t But, to shew yon I 
am generous, I'll none of your present ; do you 
think I am mercenary ? 

Alon^ I know you will say now 'tis tom^ astro- 
logical question ; and so 'tis perhaps. 

Bel Ayi 'tis the devil of a question^ vrlthout 
dispute. 

Alon, No, 'tis within dispute i Ti0 a oertiSil dif- 
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ficulty in the art ; a problem, which you and I wfll 
discuss, with the arguments on both sides* 

BeL At this time I ath not problematically given ; 
I have a humour of complaisance upon me^ and will 
contradict no man. 

AUm. Well but discuss a little. 

JBel. By your favour, I'll not discuss ; for I siM 
lyy the stars, that, if I dispute to-day, I am infallibly 
threatened to be thought ignorant all my life after. 

Alon. Well then, we'll but cast an eye together 
upon my eldest daughter's nativity. 

Bel. Nativity ! 

AUm. I know what you would say now, that 
tiiere wants the table of direction for the five hyle* 
giAcalls ; the ascendant, medium cceli^ sun, moon, 
and stars : But we'll take it as it is. 

Bd. Never tell me that, sir— — 



AUm. I know what you would say again, sir- 



BeL 'Tis well you do, for I'll be sworn I do 
not . ' ■ ■ [Aside. 

AUm. You would say, sir— 

Bel. I say, sir, there is no doing without the sun 
and moon, and all that, sir ; and so you may make 
use of your paper for your occasions. Come to a 
man of art without the sun and moon, and all that, 
gi r [ Tear a it 

Ahm. 'Tis no matter ; this shall break no squares 
betwixt us. [Gathers up the tampapers.'] I know 
what you would say now, that men of parts are 
always choleric ; I Know it by myself, sir. 

[He goes to match the peepers. 

Enter Don Lopez. 

Lop. Don Alonzo in my house ! This is a most 
bappy opportunity to put my other design in exe- 
cution ; for, if I can persuade him to l^tow his 
daughter on Don Melchor, I shall serve my friend. 
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though against his will ; and> when Aurelia sees 
she cannot be his, perhaps she will accept my love. 

Ahm. I warrant you, sir, 'tis all pieced right, 
both top, sides, and bottom ; for, look you, sir, here 
was Aldeboran, and there Cor Scorpii 

Xop. Don Alonzo, I am happy to see you under 
my roof; and shall take it 

Ahm. I know what you would say, sir; that 
though I am your neighbour, this is the first time 
I have been here.— [To Bellamy.] But, come, 
sir, by Don Lopez's permission, let us return to 
our nativity. 

Beh Would thou wert there, in thy mother's 
belly again ! \A^. 

Lop. But, sennor [Zb Alonzo. 

Alon. It needs not, sennor; I'll suppose your 
compliment ; you would say, that your houses Md 
all things in it, are at my service. — But let us pro- 
ceed, without this interruption.; 

Sel. By no means, sir ; this cavalier is come on 
purpose to perform the civilities of his house to 
you. 

Alon. But, good sir 

Bel. I know what you would say, sir. 

[^Exeunt Bellamy and Maskall. 

iMyp. No matter, let him go, sir. I have long der 
sired this opportunity, to move a suit to you in the 
behalf of a friend of mine, if you please to allow 
me the hearing of it. 

Ahn. With all my heart, sir. ^ , 

Jjop. He is a person of worth and virtue, and is 
infinitely ambitious of the honour 

Ahn. Of being known to me ; I understand 
you, sir. 

jLop. If you will please to favour me with your 
patience, which X beg of you a second time. 

AUm. I am dumb, sir. 
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; Lcp. This cavalier, of whom I was speaking, is 
in love 

Alon. Satisfy yourself, sir, I'll not interrupt you. 

Iamx Sir, I am satisfied of your promise. 

Alim. If I speak one syllable more, the devil 
take me ! Speak when you please. 

Lop. I am going, sir. 
. Alon. You need not speak twice to me to be si- 
lent : Though I take it somewhat ill of you to be 
tutored. 
, Lop. This eternal old man will make me mad. 

[Aside. 
' AUm. Why, when do you begin, sir ? How long 
jsrnst a man wait for you ? Pray make an end of 
what you have to say quickly, that I may speak in 
.my turn too. 

; Lop. This cavalier is in love 

. AUm. You told me that before, sir ; do you speak 
oracles, that you require this strict attention ? Ei- 
.ther let me share the talk with you, or I am gona 

Lop. Why, sir, I am almost mad to tell you, and 
you will not sufier me. 

Ahn. Will you never have done, sir ? I must 
.tell you, sir, you have tattled long enough ; and 'tis 
now good manners to hear me speak. Here's a tor- 
rent of Words indeed ; a very impetus dicendi ; will 
you never have done ? 

Lop. I will be heard in spite of you. 

[This next speech o/* Lopez, and the next of 
Alonzo's, vnth both their replies^ are to he 
moken at one time, both raising their voices 
by little and little^ till they bawl, and come up 
dose to shoulder one another. 

Lop. There's one Don Melchor de Guzman, a 
friend and acquaintance of mine, that is desperately 
in love with your eldest daughter Donna Theodo- 
sia* 
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Alon. [^At the same time.'] Tis the MtiteiKxf of a 
philosopher, Loquere ut te videam ; speak, that I 
may know thee ; now, if you take away th^ power 

of speaking from m o 

[£oth pause a little ; then speak togetket ttgain. 

Lop. I'll try the language of the law ; sure the 
devil cannot out-talk that gibberish. — Y6r this Don 
Melchor, of Madrid aforesaid, as premised, I re< 
quest, move, and supplicate, that you would give, 
bestow, marry, and give in marriage, this your 
daughter aforesaid, to the cavalier aforesaid.-— Not 
yet, thou devil of a man ! thou shalt be silent. 

\^Escit Lopez runmng. 

Alon. [At the same tirM wtth Lopez's last speedy 
and after Lopez is run (mt^ Oh^ how t hate, abo- 
minate, detest, and abhor, these perpetual talkers, 
disputants, controverters, and duellers of the tongue! 
But, on the other side, if it be not permitted to pru- 
dent men to speak their minds, appositely, and to 
the purpose, and in few words ; if, I say, the pru- 
dent must be tongue-tied, then let great nature be 
destroyed ; let the order of all things be turned tc^ 
sv-turvy ; let the goose devour the fox ; let the in- 
fants preach to their great-grandsires ; let the t«i- 
der lamb pursue the wolf, and the sick prescribe to 
the physician ; let fishes live upon dry land, and 
the beasts of the earth inhabit in the water ; let 
the fearful hare— — 

Enter Lopez with a heU^ and rings it in his ears. 

Alan. Help, help, murder, murder, murder ! 

IJSadt AlONzo, tunning. 
Lcp. There was no way but this to be rid of him. 

Enter a Servant. 
Serv, Sir, there are some women without in mas- 



iC£VK I. All £V£NINa'S LOVE. 388 

qtiet'dde, fiild, I believe, petvotls of qualify, who are 
come to play hete. 

JL&p. Bring them in with all respect. 

Enter again the Servant, after htm Jacintha, Se a- 
TBIX9 andother Ladies and Gentlemen: dUmasked. 

lAyp, Cavaliers^ and ladies, you are weloome : I 
wish I had more company to entertain you ^-^Ob, 
here comes one sooner than I expected. 

Enter Wildblood and Maskall. 

WUd. I have swept your gaming house, i'faith ; 
Bie^ mgnum. [Shews gold. 

Lop. Well, here's more to be had of these If^es^ 
if it be your fortune. 

WUd. The first stakes I would play for, should 
be their veils and visor masks. 

JojC. to Beat. Do you think he will not know us ? 

Seat. If you keep your design of passing for an 
A:fricfttl. . 

Jac. Well, now I shall make an absolute trial of 
him ; for, beiDg thus incognita, I shall discover if 
be ffli^e love to any of yoUi As for the gallantry 
€>f hii9 serenade, we will not be indebted to him, for 
Tve will make hitn another with our guitars. 

Seat, I'll whisper your intention to the servant. 
Who sh&U deliver it to Don Lopet;. 

[BeAT« i^hispers to the Serv. 

Senf. to Lope%. Sif, the ladies have commanded 
me 16 tell yotij that they are willing, before they 
play, to present you with a dance ; and to give you 
at! estay of their guitai^. 

Lop* They much honour me. 

A DANOE. 

J^ftef the dance, ik6 CataUers take the Ladiee, and 
court them. Wildblood takes Jacintha, 
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Wild. While you have been singings lady; I have 
been praying : I mean, that your face and wit may 
not prove equal to your dancing ; for, if they b^ 
there's a heart gone astray, to my knowledge. 

Jnc. If you pray against me before you have seen 
me, you'll curse me when you have looked on me. 

Wild. I believe I shall have cause to do so, if 
your beauty be as killing as I imagine it. 

Jac. Tis true, I have been flattered in my own 
country, with an opinion of a little handsomeness ; 
but how it will pass in Spain is a question. 

Wild. Why, madam, are you not of Spain ? 

Jac. No, sir, of Morocco : I only came hithor to 
see some of my relations, who are settled here, and 
turned Christians, since the expulsion of my coun- 
trymen, the Moors. > 

Wild. Are you then a Mahometan ? 

Jac. A Mussulman, at your service. 

Wild. A Mussulwoman, say you ? I protest, by 
your voice, I should have taken you for a Christian 
lady of my acquaintance. 

Joe. It seems you are in love then : If so, I have 
done with you. I dare not invade the dominicHis 
of another lady ; especially in a country where my 
ancestors have been so unfortunate. 

WHd. Some little liking I might have, but that 
was only a morning-dew ; 'tis drawn up by the sun- 
shine of your beauty. I find your African Cupid is 
a much surer archer than ours of Europe. Yet 
would I could see you ; one look would secure your 
victory. 

Jac. I'll reserve my face to gratify your imagina- 
tion virith it ; make what head you please^ and set it 
on my shoulders. 

Wild. Well, madam, an eye, a nose, or a lip shaU 
break no squares : The £ice is but a span's breadth 
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of beauty ; and where there is so much besides. III 
never stand with you for that. 

Jojc. But, in earnest, do you love me ? 

WUd. Ay, by AUa, do I, raost extremely. You 
have wit in abundance — you dance to a miracle — 
vou sing like an angel — and, I believe, you look 
uke a cherubim. 

Jae. And can you be constant to me ? 

Wild. By Mahomet, can I. 

Jojc. You swear like a Turk, sir ; but take heed, 
for our prophet is a severe punisher of promise- 
breakers. 

Wild. Your prophet's a cavalier. I honour your 

!)rophet and his law, for providing so well for us 
overs in the other world, black eyes, and fresh maid- 
enheads every day. Go thy way, little Mahomet ; 
i'fidth, thou shalt have my good word. But, by his 
favour, lady, give me leave to tell you, that we of 
the uncircumcised, in a civil way, as lovers, have 
somewhat the advantage of your mussulman. 

Jac. The company are rejoined, and set to play ; 
we must go to them. Adieu ; and when you have 
a thought to throw away, bestow it on your servant 
Fatima. \STie goes to the company. 

WUd. This lady Fatima pleases me most infi- 
nitely. Now am I got among the Hamets, the Ze- 
grys, and the Bencerrages. Hey, what work will 
the Wildbloods make among the Cids and the Bens 
of the Arabians ! 

Seat, to Jac. False, or true, madam ? 

Jac. False as hell ; but, by heaven, I'll fit him 
for't ! Have you the high-running dice about you ? 

Seat. I got them on purpose, madam. 

Joe. You shall see me win all their money ; and 
when I have done, I'll return in my own person, 
and ask him for the money which he promised 
me. 
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Beat Twill put him upon a strait to be mir- 
prised. But let us to the table ; the company stays 
for us. [7%^ company sU. 

Wild. What is the ladies' game, sir ? 

Lop. Most commonly they use raffle ; that is, to 
throw with three dice, till duplets, and a chance be 
thrown ; and the highest duplet wins, except you 
throw in and in, which is called raffle ; and thit 
wins all. 

Wild. I understand it— Come, lady, 'tis no mat- 
tar what I lose ; the greatest stake, my heart, ii 
gone already. [7b Jacimtha. 

[^They play ; and the rest hy eauples. 

Wild. So, I have a good diance, two quartons aad 
a sice. 

Jac. Two sixes and a trey wins it. 

[^Sweeps the numeif. 

Wild. No matter ; Til try my fortune once agsin* 
What have I here, two sixes and a quarter ?«^Ani 
hundred pistoles on that throw. 

Jac. I take you, sir.— «*Beatrix, the high running 
dice. [Amde. 

Beat. Here, madam. 

Jac. Three fives. I have won you, sin 

Wild. Ay, the pox take me for't, you have won 
me. It would never have vext me to have lost my 
money to a christian ; but to a pagan, an infidel-r- 

Ma^k. Fray, sir, leave off while you have some 
money. 

Wild. Pox of this lady Fatima ! Baffle thrice to- 
gether ! I am out of patience. 

Mask. [7b him.'] Sir, I beseech you, if you will 
lose, to lose en cavalier. 

Wild. Tol de ra, tol de ra-^pox and ourse^^tol 
de ra. What the devil did I mean, to play with this 
brunette of Afric ? [The Ladies rise.] Will you 
be gone already, ladies ? 
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. Ijop. You have won our money ; but, however, 
we are acknowledging to you for the honour of 
your company. 

[Jac. makes a sign offareweU to Wild. 

WUd. Farewell, lady Fatima. 

[Exeunt aU hut Wild, and Mask. 

Mash AU the company took notice of your con- 
cernment. 

WUd. 'Tis no matter ; I do not love to fret in- 
wardly, as your silent losers do, and, in the mean 
time, be ready to choak for want of vent. 

Mask. Fray consider your condition a little ; a 
younger brother, in a foreign country, living at 
a hign rate, your money lost, and without hope of 
a supply. Now curse, if you think good. 

Wdd. No, now I will laugh at myself most un- 
joiarcifully ; for my condition is so ridiculous, that 
'tig past cursing. The pleasantest part of the ad- 
venture is, that I have promised three hundred pis- 
toles to Jacintha. But there is no remedy, they 
are now fair Fatima's. 

Mask. Fatima! 

JVUd. Ay, ay, a certain African lady of my ac- 
quaintance, whom you know not. 

Mask. But who is here, sir ? 

jE?»fer Jacintha awe? Beatrix, in their own shapes. 

WUd. Madam, what happy star has conducted 
you hither to night ! — ^A thousand devils of this 
fortune. [Aside. 

Joe. I was told you had ladies here, and fiddles ; 
so I came partly for the divertisement, and partly 
out of jealousy. 

WUd. Jealousy ! Why sure you do not think me 
a pagan, an infidel ? But the company's broke up, 
you see. Am I to wait upon you home, or wUl 

6 
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you be so kind to take a hard lodging with me to^ 
night ? 

Jac. You shall have the honour to lead me to my 
father's. 

IVUd. No more words then ; let's away, to pre- 
vent discovery. 

Beat For my part, I think he has a mind to be 
rid of you. 

IVild. No ! But if your lady should want sleep, 
'twould spoil the lustre of her eyes Ixvmorrow. 
There were a conquest lost. 

Jac. I am a peaceable princess, and content with 
my own ; I mean your heart and purse ; for the 
truth is, I have lost my money to-night in masque- 
rade, and am come to claim your promise of supply- 
ing me. 

JVild. You make'me happy by commanding me. 
To-morrow morning my servant shall wait upon 
you with three hundred pistoles. 

Jac. But I left my company, with promise tore- 
turn to play. 

Wild. Flay on tick, and lose the Indies, TU dis- 
charge it all to-morrow. 

Jac. To-night, if you'll oblige me. 

IVild. Maskall, go and bring me three hundred 
pistoles immediately. 

Mask. Are you mad, sir ? 

Wild. Do you expostulate, you rascal ? How he 
stares ! Ill be hanged if he have not lost my gdd 
at play. If you have, confess ; you had best, and 
perhaps I'll pardon you ; but if you do not confess, 
I'll have no mercy. Did you lose it ? 
Mask, Sir, 'tis not for me to dispute with you. 

JVild. Why, then, let me tell you, you did lose it 

Jac. Ay, as sure as e'er he had it, I dare swear 

for him. But commend me to you for a kind mas- 
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I tar» that can let your servant play off three hundred 

pjatoles, without the least sign of anger to him. 
I Beat. 'Tis a sign he has a greater oank in store, 

to comfort him. 
t WUd. Well, madam, I must confess I have more 
than I wiU speak of at this time ; but till you have 

b given me satisfaction 

Jac. Satisfaction I why, are you offended, sir ? 
i Wild. Heaven ! that you should not perceive it 
I in me, I tell you, I am mortally offended with 

you. 
' Jac. Sure, 'tis impossible. 

Wild. You have done nothing,! warrant, to make 
a man jealous. Going out a gaming in masquerade, 
at unseasonable hours, and losing your money at 
play ; that loss, above all, provokes me. 

JSeat. I believe you ; because she comes to you 
for more. [Aside. 

Joe. Is this the quarrel ? I'll clear it immediately. 
^fHii. 'Tis impossible you should clear it. I'll 
0top my ears, if you but offer it. There's no satis- 
faction in the point. 
Jae. You'll hear me ? 

WUd. To do this in the beginning of an amour, 
and to a jealous servant as I am ! had I all the wealth 
of Peru, I would not let go one maravedis to you. 

Jac. To this I answer 

Wild. Answer nothing, for it will but inflame the 
quarrel betwixt us. I must come to myself by little 
and little ; and when I am ready for satisfaction, I 
will take it. But at present it is not for my honour 
to be friends. 

Seat. Pray, let us neighbour princes interpose a 
little. 

Wild. When I have conquered, you may inter- 
pose ; but at present the mediation of all Christen- 
dom would be fruitless. 

VOL, III, T 
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MmU. Stand dose, and you shali see me Jieire 
the writ upon him. 

Enter Don Melchoe. 

Wild. Now, Maskall. 

Mask. I stayed here, sir, by express order from 
the lady Aurelia, to deliver you this note ; and to 
desire you, from her, to meet her immediately in 
the garden. 

Mel. Do you hear, friend ! 

Mask. Not a syllable more, sir ; I have perform- 
ed my orders. [Mask, retires to his Masters. 

Mil. He's gone, and 'tis in vain for me to look 
after him. W hat envious devil has discovered to 
Aurelia that I am in town ? It must be Don LQpez, 
who, to advance his own pretensions to her^ has en- 
deavoured to ruin mine. 

Wild. It works rarely. 

Mel. But I am resolved to see Aurelia ; if it be 
but to defeat him. \^JSait Meu 

WUd. Let's mal^e haste after him ; I long to see 
the end of this adventure. 

Mask. Sir, I think I see some women coming 
yonder. 

Bel. Well, I'll leave you to your adventures, 
while I prosecute my own. 

Wild. I warrant you have made an assignation 
to instruct some lady in the mathematics. 

Sel. I'll not tell you my design ; because, if it 
does not succeed, you shall not laugh at me. 

lExit Bel. 

Enter Beatrix, and Jacinth a, in the habit of a 

Mulatto. 

Wild. Let us withdraw a little, and see if tbey 
will come this way. 
Beat. We are right, madam ; 'tis certaialy your 
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I lone ; methinks our love is drawn out m subtle al- 
{ veady, that 'tis near breaking. 

JvilcL I will have more care of it on my part, 
I ihan the kindred of an old pope have to praserve 

-. Jac. Adieu ; for this time I wipe off your score^ 
I till you are caught tripping in some. new amour. 

\^Exeunt Women. 
J Mash You have used me very kindly, sir; I 
I thank you. 

I . • Wild. You deserved it for not having a lie ready 
fcx my occasions* A good servant should be no 
p more without it, than a soldier without his arms. 
: But, pr'ythee, advise me what's to be don^e to get 
. Jadntha. 

Mash. You have lost her, or will lose her by your 
submitting. If we men could but learn to value 
ourselves, we should soon take down oiu* mistresses 
firom all their altitudes, and make them dance after 
.our pipes, longer perhaps than we had a mind to't 
But I must make haste, or I shall lose Don Mel- 
chor. 

WUd. Call Bellamy, we'll both be present at thy 
enterprize. Then I'U once more to the gaming- 
house with my small stock, for my last refuge. If 
I win, I have wherewithal to mollify Jacintha. 
If I throw out, I'll bear it off with huffing, 
Ai^d snatch the money like a bully-ruffing. 

[^Exeuntj, 

ACT IV. SCENE L 

JEnter Bellamy, Wildblood, Maskall, in a 

Visor. 

Bel. Here comes one, and in all probability it 
must be Don Melchor, going to Theodosia, 
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Sylvia^ said he^ you are cruel. 
To keep your poor lover in awe ! 

TTien once more he prest with his hand to my ireagt, 
But was dashed with, A ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

1 knew ^twas his passion that caused all hisjeur, 
And therefore I pitied his case ; 

I whispered him softly, Therei's jwbody near. 
And laid my cheek close to his face : 

But as he grew holder and holder, 
A shepherd came by us and saw ; 

And Just as our bliss we began with a kiss. 
He laughed out with, A ha, ha, ha, ha / 

Wild. If you dare be the Sylvia, lady, I have 
brought you a more confident Amyntas, than that 
bashful gentleman in your song. 

[Goes to lay hold of her. 

Jac. Hold, hold, sir ; I am only an ambaissadress 
sent you from a lady, I hope you will not violate 
the laws of nations. 

Wild. I was only searching for your letters of 
credence ; but methinks, with that beauty, you look 
more like a herald that comes to denounce war to 
all mankind. 

Jac. One of the ladies in the masque to-night 
has taken a liking to you ; and sent you by me Siis 

{)urse of gold, in recompence of that she saw you 
ose. 

Wild. And she expects in return of it, that I 
should wait on her ; I'll do't, — where lives she ? I 
am desperately in love with her. 
Jojc. Why, can you love her unknown ? 
WHd. I have a bank of love, to supply every 
one's occasions; some for her, some for imother, 
and some for you ; charge what you will upon Ine, 
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I pay all at sight, and without questioning who 
brought the bill. 

Jac. Hey-day! you dispatch your mistresses as fast 
as if you meant to o'er-run all woman-kind : Sure 
you aim at the universal-monarchy, 

WUd. Now I think on't, I have a foolish fancy 
to send the lady a taste of my love by thee. 

Jflc. 'Tis impossible your love should be so hum*- 
Ue, to descend to a mulatto ? 

Wild. One would think so, but I cannot help it. 
Gad, I think the reason is, because there's some- 
thing more of sin in thy colour than in ours. I 
know not what's the matter, but a turkey-cock is 
not more provoked at red, than I bristle at the sight 
of black. Come, be kinder to me. Young, and 
sKp an opportunity ? 'Tis an evening lost out of 
your life. 

t/oc. These fine things you have said over a 
thousand times ; your cold compliment's the cold 
pye of love, which you serve up to every guest 
whom you invite. 

WUd. Come ; because thou art very moving, 
here's part of the gold, which thou brought'st to 
corrupt me for thy lady : Truth is, I had promised 
a sum to a Spanish lady ; but thy eyes have allured 
it from me. 

Jac. You'll repent it to-morrow. 

Wild. Let to-morrow starve, or provide for him- 
self, as to-night has done : To-morrow is a cheat in 
love, and I will not trust it. 

Jac. Ay, but heaven that sees all things 
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WUd. Heaven, that sees all things, will say no- 
thing : That is all eyes, and no tongue ; Et la lune^ 
et les eaUMeSy — ^you know the song. 

Jac. A poor slave, as I am 

WUd. It has been always my humour to love 
downward. I love to stoop to my prey, and to 
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have it in my power to souse at, when I please. 
When a man comes to a great lady, he is fidn to 
approach her with fear and reverence ; methinks 
there's something of godliness in it. 

Jac. Yet I cannot believe, but the meanness of 
my habit must needs scandalize you. 

Wild, I tell thee, my friend, and so forth, that 
I exceedingly honour coarse linen ; 'tis as proper 
sometimes in an under garment, as a coarse towel 
is to rub and scrub me. 

Jac. Now I am altogether of the other side ; 1 
can love no where but above me : Methinks the 
rattling of a coach and six sounds more eloquently 
than the best harangue a wit could make me. 

Wild. Db you make no more esteem of a wit 
then? 

Jac. His commendations serve only to make 
others have a mind to me ; he does but say grace 
to me like a chaplain, and, like him, is the last that 
shall fall on. He ought to get no more by it, than 
a poor silk-weaver does by the riband which he 
works, to make a gallant fine. 
- WUd. Then what is a gentleman to hope from 
you? 

Jojc. To be admitted to pass my time with, while 
a better comes : To be the lowest step in my stair- 
case, for a knight to mount upon him, and a lord 
upon him, and a marquis upon him, and a duke 
upon him, till I get as high as I can climb. 

Wild. For aught I see, the great ladies have the 
appetites, which yoft slaves should have ; and you 
slaves the pride, which ought to be in ladies. For, 
I observe, that all women of your condition are like 
women of the play-house, still picking at each 
other, who shall go the best dressed, and the richest 
habits ; till you work up one another by your high 
flying, as the heron and jerfalcon do. If you can- 
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not out-shine your fellow with one lover, you fetch 
her up with another : And, in short, all you get by 
it is only to put finery out of countenance ; and to 
make the ladies of quality go plain, because they 
will avoid the scandal of your bravery. 

Beat. \_Iiunning m.] Madam, come away ; I hear 
company in the garden. 

Wild. You are not going ? 

Jac. Yes, to cry out a rape, if you follow me. 

Wild. However, I am glad you have left your 
treasure behind you : Farewell, fairy ! 

Jac. Farewell, changeling ! — Come, Beatrix. 

l^Exeunt women. 

3fask. Do you know how you came by this 
money, sir ? You think, I warrant, that it came by 
fortune. 

Wild. No, sirrah, I know it came by my own in- 
dustry. Did not I come out diligently to meet 
this gold, in the very way it was to come ? What 
could fate do less for me ? They are such thought- 
less, and undesigning rogues as you, that make a 
drudge of poor Providence, and set it a shifting for 
you. Give me a brave fellow like myself, that, if 
you throw him down into the world, lights every 
where upon his legs, and helps himself without be- 
ing beholden to fate, that is the hospital of fools. 

Mask. But, after all your jollity, what think you 

if it was Jacintha that gave it you in this disguise ? 

I am sure I heard her call Beatrix as she went away. 

Wild. Umh ! thou awaken'st a most villainous 

apprehension in me ! methought, indeed, I knew 

tne voice : but the face was such an evidence against 

it ! if it were so, she is lost for ever. 

Mask. And so is Beatrix. 

Wihi. Now could I cut my throat for madness. 

Mash. Now could 1 break my neck for despair, 
if I could find a precipice absolutely to my liking. 
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mid. 'Tis in vain to consider on't There's but 
one way ; go you, Maskall, and find her out, and in- 
vent some excuse for me, and be sure to beg leave 
I may come and wait upon her with the gold, be- 
fore she sleeps. 

Mask. In the mean time you'll be thinking at 
your lodging. 

Wild. But make haste then to relieve me ; for I 
think over all my thoughts in half an hour. 

[£!xif Mask. 

Wild. {^Solus.l Hang it ! now I think on't, I shall 
be but melancholic at my lodging ; I'll go pass my 
hour at the gaming-house, and make use of this 
money while I have tools, to win more to it. Stay, 
let me see, — I have the box and throw. My Don 
he sets me ten pistoles ; I nick him : Ten more, I 
sweep them too. Now, in all reason, h9 is nettled, 
and sets me twenty : I win them too. Now he 
kindles, and butters me with forty. They are all 
my own : In fine, he is vehement, and bleeds on to 
fourscore or an hundred ; and I, not willing to 
tempt fortune, come away a moderate winner of 
two hundred pistoles. 

SCENE II. 

The Scene opens and discovers Aurelia and Ca- 
Mii.LA : Behind them a table and lights set an it. 
The Scene is a Garden with an arhour in it. 

The garden-door opens ! How now, Aurelia and 
Camilla in expectation of Don Melchor at the gar- 
den door ! I'll away, lest I prevent the design, and 
within this half hour come sailing back with full 
pockets, as wantonly as a laden galleon from the 
Indies. . [jKw/. 

Aur. But dost thou think the Englishman can 
keep his promise ? For, I confess, I furiously desire- 
to see the idea of Don Melchor. 
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Cam. But, madam, if you should see him, it will 
not be he, but the devil in his likeness ; and then 
why should you desire it ? 

Aur. In effect 'tis a very dark enigma ; and one 
must be very spiritual to understand it. But be 
what it will, body or phantom. 1 am resolved to 
meet it. 

Cam. Can you do it without fear ? 

Aur. No ! I must avow it, I am furiously fear- 
ful ; but yet I am resolved to sacrifice all things to 
my love. Therefore, let us pass over that chapter, 

[ Don Melchou, without. 

Cam. Do you hear, madam^ there's one treading 
already ; how if it be he ? 

Aur. If it be he ! that is to say his spectre, that 
is to say his phantom, that is to say his idea, that 
is to say, he, and not he. 

Cam. [Crying out.'] Ah, madam, 'tis he himself; 
but he's as big again as he used to be, with eyes 
like saucers. I'll save myself. 

[Buns under the table. 

Enter Hem Melchor. They both shriek. 

Aur. Oh heaven ! humanity is not able to sup- 
port it. [Bunning. 

Mel. Dear Aurelia, what mean you ? 

Aur. The tempter has imitated his voice too ; 
avoid, avoid, spectre. 

Cam. If he should find me under the table now ! 

Mel. Is it thus, my dear, that you treat your ser- 
vant? 

Aur. I am not thy dear ; I renounce thee, spirit 
of darkness ! 

Mel. This spirit of darkness is come to see an 
an^el of light by her command ; and to assure her 
of nis constancy, that he will be her's eternally. 
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-• Away, infernal ! 'tis not tbee ; 'tis the true 
Don Melchor that I would see. 
Mel. Hell and furies ! 

Aur. Heaven and angels ! Ah 

[Run* out, shrielMg, 

Mel. This is a riddle past my finding out, to send 

for me, and then to shun me ; but here's one shall 

resolve it for me : — Camilla, what dost thou there ? 

Cam. Help, help ! I shall be carried away bodily. 

[She rises up, overthrows the table and lights, 

and runs out The scene shuts. 

Mel. [AloneJ] Why, Aurelia, Camilla ! — ^They 

are both run out of hearing ! this amazes me ; what 

can the meaning of it be ? Sure she has heard crf*my 

unfaithfulness, arid was resolved to punish me by 

this contrivance ! to put an afiront upon me by this 

abrupt departure, as I did on her by my seeming 

absence. 

Enter Theodosia and Beatkix. 

Theo. Don Melchor ! is it you, my love, that have 
frighted Aurelia so terribly ? 

Mel. Alas, madam ! I know not ; but, coming 
hither by your appointment, and thinking mys^ 
secure in the night without disguise, perhaps it 
might work upon her fancy, because she thought 
me absent. 

Theo. Since 'tis so unluckily fallen out, that she 
knows you are at Madrid, it can no longer be kept 
a secret ; therefore, you must now pretend openly 
to me, and run the risk of a denial from my rather. 

Mel. O, madam, there's no question but he^U re- 
fuse me : For, alas ! what is it he can see in me 
worthy of that honour ? Or, if he should be so par- 
tial to me, as some in the world are, to think me 
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valiant^ learned, and not altogether a fool, yet my 
want of fortune would weigh down all. 

Theo. When he has refused you his consent, I 
jniay with justice dispose of myself ; and that, while 
you are constant, shall never be to any but your- 
self: In witness of which, accept this diamond, as 
a pledge of my heart's firmness to you. 

JSeat. Madam, your father is coming this way. 

Theo. 'Tis no matter ; do not stir : since he must 
know you are returned, let him now see you* 

Enter Don Alonzo. 

AUm. Daughter, what make you here at this 
unseasonable hour ? 

Theo. Su: 

Alon. I know what you would say, that you 
beard a noise, and ran hither to see what it might 
b e I Bless us ! who is this with you ? 

MeL 'Tis your servant, Don Melchor ; just re- 
turned from St Sebastians. 

Alon. But, sir, I thought you had been upon the 
sea for Flanders. 

Mel. I had so designed it. 

AUm. But, why came you back from St Sebas- 
tians? 

MeL As for that, sir, 'tis not material. 
. Theo. An unexpected law-suit has called him 
back from St Sebastians. 

Alon. And how fares my son-in-law, that lives 
there ^ 

Md. In Catholic health, sir. 

AUm. Have you brought no letters from him ? 

Mel. I had, sir, but I was set upon by the way, 
by picarons : and, in spite of my resistance, robbed, 
and my portmanteau taken from me. 

Theo. And this was that which he was now dcr 
siring me to excuse to you. 



302 AN evening's love. ACT IV. 

AUm. If my credit, friends, or counsel, can do 
you any service in your suit, I hope you will com- 
mand them freely. 

MeL When I have despatched some private busi- 
ness, I shall not fail to trouble you ; till then, hum- 
bly kisses your hands the most obliged of your ser- 
vants. \Exit Melchor. 

Alon. Daughter, now this cavalier is gone, what 
occasion brought you out so late ? — I know what 
you would say, that it is melancholy ; a tincture 
of the hypochondria you mean. But, what cause 
have you for this melancholy ? Give me your hand, 
and answer me without ambages, or ambiguities. 

Theo. He will find out I have given away my 

ring 1 must prevent him Sir, I am ashamed 

to confess it to you ; but, in hope of your indul- 
gence, I have lost the table diamond you gave me. 

Alon. You would say, The fear of my displeasure 
has caused the perturbation in you ; well, do not 
disquiet yourself too much ; you say 'tis gone 5 I 
say so too. 'Tis stolen ; and that by some thief, I 
take it. But, I will go and consult the astrologer 
immediately. [He is gomg. 

Theo. What have I done ? To avoid one incon- 
venience, I have run into another. This devil of an 
astrologer will discover that Don Melchor has it. 

lAside. 

Alon. When did you lose this diamond? The 
minute and second I should know ; but the hour 
will Serve for the degree ascending. 

2%^o- Sir, the precise time I know not ; . but it 
was betwixt six and seven in the evening, as near 
as I can guess. 

Alt 'Tis enough ; by all the stars, Til have it 
y I : Therefore, go in, and suppose it on your 
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Beat ril watch you at a distance, sir, that my 
iEnglishman may have wherewithal to answer you. 

[Aside. Exeunt Theo. Beat, 

AUm. This melancholy, wherewith my daughter 
laboureth, is — a — I know what I would say, is a 
certain species of the hysterical disease ; or a cer- 
tain motion, caused by a certain appetite, which, at 
a certain time, heaveth in her, like a certain motion 
of an earthquake 

Enter Bellamy. 

BeL This is the place, and very near the time 
that Theodosia appoints her meeting with Don 
Melchor. He is this night otherwise disposed of 
with Aurelia : 'Tis but trying my fortune, to tell her 
of his infidelity, and my love. If she yields, she 
makes me happy ; if not, I shall be sure Don Mel- 
chor has not planted the arms of Spain in the fort 
before me. However, I'll push my fortune, as sure 
as I am an Englishman. 

AUm. Sennor Inglis, I know your voice, though 
I cannot perfectly discern you. 

BeL How the devil came he to cross me ? 

Alon. I was just coming to have asked another 
favour of you. 

BeL Without ceremony, command me, sir. 

Alon. My daughter Theodosia has lost a fair dia- 
mond from her finger, the time betwixt six and 
seven this evening ; now, I desire you, sir, to erect 
a scheme for it, and if it be lost, or stolen, to re- 
store it to me. This is all, sir. 

BeL There is no end of this old fellow ; thus will 
he bait me from day to day, till my ignorance be 
found out. [Aside. 

Alon. Now is he casting a figure by the art of 
memory, and making a judgment of it to himself. 
This astrology is a very mysterious speculation. 

[Aside. 
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Bel. 'Tis a madness for me to hope I can deodve 
him longer. Since then he must know I am no 
astrologer, I'll discover it myself to him, and blush 
once for all. [^wfe. 

Alon. Well, sir, and what do the stars hold 
forth ? What says nimble Master Mercury to the 
matter ? 

Bel. Sir, not to keep you longer in ignorance, I 
must ingenuously declare to you, that I am not the 
man for whom you take me. Some smattering in 
astrology I have, which my friends, by their indis- 
cretion, have blown abroad, beyond my intentions. 
But you are not a person to be imposed on like the 
vulgar : Therefore, to satisfy you in one word, my 
skill goes not far enough to give you knowledge of 
what you desire from me. 

Alon. You have said enough, sir, to persuade m^ 
of your science ; if fame had not published it, yet 
this very humility of yours were enough to confirm 
me in the belief of it. 

Bel. Death, you make me mad, sir ! Will you 
have me swear ? As I am a gentleman, a man of the 
town, one who wears good clothes, eats, drinks, and 
wenches abundantly, I am a damned ignorant and 
senseless fellow. 

Enter Beateix. 

Alon. How now, gentlewoman ?-— What, are you 
going to relief by moonshine ? 

Beat. I was going on a very charitable office, to 
help a friend that was gravelled in a very doubtful 
business. 

Bel. Some good news, fortune, I beseech thee. 

Beat. But now I have found this learned gentle- 
man, I shall make bold to propound a question to 
Jiim from a lady. 

Alon. I will have my own question first resolved. 
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Bel. O, fiir, 'tis fix>m a lady. 

Beat If you please, sir, I'll tell it in your ear— 
My lady has given Don Melchor the ring; in 
whose company her father found her just now at 
the garden-door. [In a whisper. 

Bel. \Aloud.'\ Come to me to-morrow, and you 
shall receive an answer. 

Beat. Your servant, sir. [jB^ii Beatrix. 

Alon. Sir, I shall take it very unkindly if you sa» 
tisfy any other, and leave me in this perplexity. 

Bel. Sir, if my knowledge were according 

Almi. No more of that, sir, I beseech you. 

Bel. Perhaps I may know something by my art 
concerning it ; but, for your quiet, I wish yon would 
not press me. 

Alon. Do you think I am not master of my pas- 
sions? 

Bel. Since you will needs know what I would 
willingly have concealed, the person, who has your 
diamond, is he whom you saw last in your daugh- 
tet^s company. 

AUm. You would say 'tis Don Melchor de Guz- 
man. Who the devil would have suspected him of 
such an action ? But he is of a decayed family, and 
poverty, it seems, has enforced him to it. Now I 
think on't better, he has e'eii stolen it for a fee, to 
bribe his lawyer ; to requite a lie with a theft. I'll 
seek him out, and tell him part of my mind before 
I sleep. [Exit AiiON. 

Bel. So, once more I am at liberty. But this 
astrology is so troublesome a science— —Would I 
were well rid on't ! 

Enter Dan Lopez, and a Servant. 

Lop. Astrology, does he say ? — ^O, cavalier, is it 
you ? not finding you at home, I came on purpose 

VOL. III. V 
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to seek you out. I have a small request tq t)ie atan 
by your mediation. 

Bd. Sir, for pity let them shine in quiet a little ; 
for what for laoies, and their servants, and younger 
brothers, they scarce get a holiday in a twelve- 
month. 

Lop. Fray, pardon me, if I am a little curious of 
my destiny, since all my happiness depends on your 
answer. 

BeL Well, sir, what is it you expect ? 

Lop. To know whether my love to a lady will 
be successful. 

Bel. *Tis Aurelia he means. \A9ide.'\ — Sir, in one 
ivord I answer you, that your mistress loves an- 
other ; one who is your friend. But qomibrt your- 
self; the dragon's tail is between him anc} hom^ he 
never shall enjoy her. 

Lop. But what hope for me ? 

Bel. The stars have partly assured me» you shall 
be happy, if you acquaint her with your* passion, 
and with the double dealing of your friend, who ijs 
fidse to her. 

Lop. You speak like an oracle. But, I have .en- 
gaged my promise to that friend, to serve him in 
his passion to my mistress. 

Bel. We English seldom make such scruples ; 
women are not comprised in our laws of friendship. 
They wcefene. natunp ; our common ganie, like hare 
and partridge. Every man has equal right to then), 
as he has to the $un and elements. 

Lop. Must I then betray my friend ? 

Bel. In that case my friend is a Turk to me^ if he 
will be so barbarous as to retain two women to his 
private use. I will be factious for all distressed dam^ 
^Is ; who would much rather have their cause tpei 
^y a full jury, than a single judjge. 
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JLop. Well, sir, I will take your counsel ; and if 
I «iT, the feult be on love and you. [^Exit Lop, 
. BeiL Were it not for love, J would run out of 
the town, that's the short on't ; for J have engaged 
ipyself in so many promises, for the sun and moon, 
^nd those little mincedrmeats of them^ that I must 
hide before my day of payment comes. In the 
meantime I forget Xheodosia ; but now 1 defy the 
clevil to hinder me. . 

A9 he is going out, he meets Auheli a , and almost 
josdesher down. With her Camilla enters. 

Aur. What rudeness is this ? 

Bel. Madam Aurelia, is it you ? 

Aur. Monsieur BeUamy ! 

Bel. The same, madam. 

Aur* My uncle told me he left you here. And, 
indeed, I came hither to complain of you. For you 
have treated me so inhumanly^ that I have some 
reason to resent it^ 

Bel. What occasion can I have given you for a 
complaint ? 

Aur. Don Melchor, as I am informed by my un- 
de, is effectively at Madrid. So that it was not his 
idea, but himself in person, whom I saw. And 
since you knew this, why did you conceal it from 
me? 

. ^^/. When I spol^e with you, I knew it not. But 
I discovered it in. the erecting of my figure. Yet 
if, instead of his idea, I constrained himself to come, 
in spite of his resolution to remain concealed, I 
think I have shewn a greater effect of my art than 
what I promised. 

Aur. I render myself to so convincing an argu- 
ipent : But by over-hearing a discourse just now 
betwixt my cousin Theodosia and her maid, I find 
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that he has concealed himself upon her 
which has given me jealousy to the last point ; for, 
to avow an incontestible truth, my cotisin is fu- 
riously handsome. 

Bet Madam, madam, trust not your ears too&r ; 
she talked on purpose, that you might hear her. 
But, I assure you, the true cause of Don Melchor's 
concealment was not love of her, but jealousy of 
you. He staid in private to observe your actions. 
Build upon't, madam, he is inviolably yours. 

Auf\ Then will he sacrifice my cousin to me ? 

Bel. 'Tis furiously true, madam. 

Aur, O most agreeable assurance ! 

Cam. Albricias, madam, for my good news ! Don 
Melchor is coming this way ; I know him by his 
voice ; but he is in company with another person. 

Aur. It will not be convenient to give him any 
umbrage, by seeing me with another person ; there- 
fore, I will go before ; do you stay here, and con- 
duct him to my apartment. Good-night, sir. 

[Exit 

Bel. I have promised Don Lopez, he shall possess 
her ; and I have promised her, she shall possess Don 
Melchor. *Tis a little difficult, I confess, as to the 
matrimonial part of it. But, if Don Melchor will be 
civil to her, and she be civil to Don Lopez, my 
credit is safe without the benefit of my clergy. Bat 
all this is nothing to Theodosia. [^Exit Bbu 



"Enter Don Alonzo and Don Melchqa. 

Cam. Don Melchor, a word in private. 

Mel. Your pleasure, lady. — Sir, I will wait on 
you immediately. 

Cmn. I am sent to you firom a fair lady, who 
bears you no ill will. You may guess whom I 
mean. 
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MeL Not by my own merits, but by knowing 
whom you serve. But, I confess, I wonder at her 
late strange usage, when she fled from me. 

C^im. That was only a mistake ; but I have now^ 
]by her command, been in a thousand places in quest 
of you. 

Md. You overjoy me. 

Cam. And where, amongst the rest, do you think 
I have been looking you ? 

MA. Pray, refresh my memory. 

Cam. In that same street, by the same shop — 
you know where, by a good token. 

Mek By what token ? 

Cam. Just by that shop, where, out of your no- 
bleness, you promised me a new silk gown. 
. Mel. O, now I understand you. 

Cam. Not that I press you to a performance— 

Mel, Take this, and please yourself in the choice 
of it. [^Gives her money. 

Cam. Nay, dear sir, now you make me blush ; in 
fidth I am ashamed 1 swear, 'tis only be- 
cause I would keep something for your sake ; — ^but 
my lady expects you immediately in her apart- 
ment. 

Mel. I'll wait on her, if I can possibly. [^Exii 
Cam.] But, if I can prevail with Don Alonzo for 
his daughter, then will I again consider, which of 
the ladies best deserves me. [Aside.'] — Sir, I beg 
your pardon for this rudeness in leaving you. 

[To Alon. 

AUm. I cannot possibly resolve with myself to 
tell him openly he is a thief; but I'll gild the pill 
for him to swallow. [Aside. 

Mel. I believe he has discovered our amour : 
How he surveys me for a son-in-law ! [Aside. 

Alon. Sir, I am sorry for your sake, that true no- 
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bility is not always accompanied with riches to sup- 
port it in its lustre. 

Mel. You have a just exception against the ca- 
priciousness of destiny ; yet, if I were owner of any 
noble qualities, (which I am not) I should not mu(» 
esteem the goods of fortune. 

AUm. But pray conceive me, sir ; your father did 
not leave you flourishing in wealth. 

Mel. Only a very fair seat in Andalusia, vnth al 
the pleasures imaginable about it : That alone, were 
my poor deserts according — which, I confess, they 
are not, — were enough to make a woman happy in 
it. 

AUm. But give me leave to come to the point, I 
beseech you, sir. I have lost a jewel, which I v*- 
lue infinitely, and I hear it is in your possession : 
But I accuse your wants, not you, for it 

Mel. Your daughter is indeed a jewel ; but she 
were not lost, were she in possession of a man of 
parts. 

Alofn. A precious diamond, sir- 



Meh But a man of honour, sir- 



1*. 



Ahm. I know what you would say, sir, — that a 
man of honour is not capable of an unworthy ac- 
tion ; and, therefore, I do not accuse you of the 
theft : I suppose the jewel was only put into your 
hands. 

Meh By honourable ways, 1 assure you, sir. 

Ahm. Sir, sir, will you restore my jewel ? 

Mel. Will you please, sir, to give me leave to be 
the unworthy possessor of her ? I know how tause 
her with that respect ■• 

Alon. I know what you would say, sir ; but if it 
belong to our family ? otherwise, I assure you» it 
were at your service. 

Mel. As it belongs to your family, I covet it ; 
not that I plead my own deserts, sir. 
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- AloH. Sir, I know your deselts ; but, I protest, I 
cannot part with it : For, I must tell you, this dia- 
Ibbhd ring was originally my great-grandfather's. 
. MeL A diamond ring, sir, do you mean?— 

Alon. By your patience, sir ; when I have done^ 
you may speak your pleasure. I only lent it to my 
daughter ; but, how she lost it, and how it came 
upon your finger, I am yet in tenehris. 

Md. Su-.: 



\. I know it, sir ; but spare yourself the trou- 
ble^ rU speak for you ; you would say you had it 
fiom some other hand \ I believe it, sir. 

Mel. But^ sir-^j — 

Alon. I warrant you, sir, I'll bring you off with-. 
dut your speaking; — ^frdm another nand you had 
it ; and now, sir, as you say, sir, and as I am say-> 
iag for you, sir, you are loth to part with it. 

Mel. Good sir,- ^let me 

Alon. I understand you already, sir, — ^that you 
have taken a fancy to it, and would buy it ; but, 
to that I answer, as I did before, that it is a relick 
of my family. Now, sir, if you can urge aught far- 
iher» you have liberty to speak without interrup- 
tion. 

Md. This diamond you speak of, I confess 

AUm. But what need you confess, sir, before you 
are accused? 

Mel. You promised you would hear me in my 
turn, sir, but 

Alon. But, as you were saying, it is needless, 
because I have already spoken for you. 

Mel. The truth is, sir, I was too presumptuous 
to take this pledge from Theodosia without your 
knowledge ; but you will pardon the invincible ne- 
cessity, when I tell you 

AUm. You need not tell me ; I know your neces- 
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sity was the reason of it, and that place find oppor- 
tunity have caused your error, 

Mel. This is the goodest old man I ever knew! he 
prevents me in my motionfor hisdaughter. [^Anie.] 
Since, sir, you know the cause of my errors, and 
are pleased to lay part of the blame upon youth and 
opportunity, I beseech you, favour me so &r to ac- 
cept me, as fair Theodosia already haS" 

Alon. I conceive you, sir, — that I would accept 
of your excuse : Why, restore the diamond, and 
*tis done. 

Mel. More joyfully than I received it : And, 
with it, I beg the honour to be received by you as 
your son*in-law. 

Alan. My son4n Jaw ! this is the most pleasant 
proposition I ever heard. 

Mel. I am proud you think it so ; bul^ I protest^ 
I think not I deserve this honour. 

Alan. Nor I, I assure you, sir ; marry my daugh- 
ter — ha, ha, ha ! 

Mel. But, sir 

Alan. I know what you would say, sir— 4;hat 
there is too much hazard in the profession of a thief, 
and therefore you would marry my daughter to be- 
come rich, without venturing your neck for't I 
beseech you, sir, steal on, be apprehended, . and> if 
you please, be hanged, it shall make no breach be- 
twixt us. For my part, I'll keep your counsel, and 
so, good-night, sir. \_Mait Alon. 

Mel. Is the devil in this old man, first to give 
me occasion to confess my love, and, when he 
knew it, to promise he would keep my counsel?— 
But who are these ? I'll not be seen ; but to my 
old appointment with Theodosia, and desire her to 
unriddle it. [^Eant Mei- 
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SCENE III. 

JEnter Maskall, Jacintha, and Beatrix. 

M^ash. But» madam, do you take me for a man 
of honour ? 

Jac. No. 

Mask. Why there's it ! if you had, I would have 
sworn that my master has neither done nor intend- 
ed you any injury. I suppose you'll grant he knew 
you in your disguise ? 

Seat. Nay, to know her, and use her so, is an 
a^ravation of his crime. 

Mask. Unconscionable Beatrix ! would you two 
have all the carnival to yourselves ? He knew you, 
madam, and was resolved to countermine you in all 
your plots. But when he saw you so much piqued, 
he was too good-natured to let you sleep in wrath, 
and sent me to you to disabuse you ; for, if the 
business had gone on till to-morrow, when Lent 
begins, you would have grown so peevish (as all 
good Catholics are with fasting) that the quarrel 
would never have been ended. 

Joe. Well ; this mollifies a little. I am content 
he shall see me. 

Mask. But that you may be sure he knew you, he 
will brhig the certificate of the purse along with him. 

Jac^ I shall be glad to find him innocent. 

Enter Wildblood, at the other end qfthe stage. 

Wild. No mortal man ever threw out so often. 
It could not be me, it must be the devil that did it. 
He took all the chances, and changed them after I 
had thrown them. But, I'll be even with him ; for, 
I'll never throw one of his dice more. 

Mask. Madam, 'tis certainly my master ; and he 
is so zealous to make his peace, that he could not 
stay till I called him to you. Sir. 
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Wild. Sirrah, I'll teach you more manners than 
to leave me another time. You rogue, you have 
lost me two hundred pistoles, you and the dtfvil 
your accomplice ; you, by leaving me to mysc^ 
and he, by tempting me to play it off. 

Mask. Is the wind in that door ? Here's like to 
be fine doings. 

Wild. O mischief! am I fallen into her ambush? 
I must face it out with another quarreL [Aside. 

Jac. Your man has been treating your accom- 
modation ; 'tis half made already. 

WUd. Ay, on your part it may be. 

Jac. He says you knew me. 

Wildk Yes ; I do know you so well, that my poor 
heart aches for't. I was going to bed without idl- 
ing you my mind ; but, upon consideration, I am 
come ■ 

Jac. To bring the money with you. 

Wild. To declare my grievances, which are great 
and many. 

Mask. Well, for impudence, let thee alone. 

Wild. As, in the first place 

Jac. I'll hear no grievances ; where's the mcmey ? 

Beat. Ay, keep to that, madam. 

Wild. Do you think me a person to be so used ? 

Jac. We will not quarrel ; where's the monqr ? 

Wild. By your favour we will quarreL 

Beat. Money, money ! 

WUd. I am angry, and can hear nothing. 

Beat. Money, money, money, money ! 

Wild. Do you think it a reasonable thing to put 
on two disguises in a night, to tempt a tnan ? (Help 
me, Maskall, for I want arguments abominably.) I 
thank Heaven I was never so barbarously used in 
all my life. 

Jac. He begins to anger me in good earnest 
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Mask. A thing soinuch against the rules of mo« 
desty ! So indecent a thing ! 

Wild. Ay, so indecent a thing. Nay, now I do 

not wonder at myself for being angry. And then 

to wonder I diould love her in those disguises ! To 

quarrel at the natural desires of human kind, as^ 

^ akulted by powerful temptations ; I am enraged at 

I that. 

Jac. Heyday ! you had best quarrel too for my 
bringing you the money. 

WHd. I have a grudging to you for't. (Maskall, 
the money, Maskall ! now help, or we are gone.) 

3£ask. Would she offer to bring money to you ? 
first, to afiront your poverty 

Wild. Ay, to affront my poverty. But that's no 
great matter ; and then 

Mask. And then to bring you money, sir. (I 
stick fast, sir.) 

Wild. (Forward, you dog, and invent, or Til cut 
your throat.) And then, as I was saying, to bring 
me money 

Mask. Which is the greatest and most sweet of 
all temptations ; and to think you could resist it. 
Being also aggravated by her handsomeness, who 
brought it. 

Wild. Resist it ? No ; I would she would under- 
stand it ; I know better what belongs to flesh and 
blood than so. 

Seat, to Jac. This is plain confederacy. I smoke 
it ; he came on purpose to quarrel with you ; break 
first with him, and prevent it. 

Jac. If it be come to that once, the devil take 
the hindmost ! I'll not be last in love, for that will 
be a dishonour to my sex. 

WUd. And then 

Jac. Hold, sir, there needs no more ; you shall 
fall out, and I'll gratify you with a new occasion. 
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I only triecl you, in hope you would be £alae ; and, 
rather than fail of my design, brought gold to bfibe 
you to't 

JBeat. As people, when they have an ill bargaio, 
are content to lose by it, that they may get it dS 
their hands. 

Mask. Beatrix, while our principals are engaged, 
I hold it not for our honour to stand idle. 

lieai. With all my heart. Please you let us draw 
off to some other ground. 

Mask. I dare meet you on any spot, but one. 

JVild. I think we shall do well to put it to an is- 
sue. This is the last time you shall ever be trouUed 
with my addresses. 

Jac. The favour had been greater to have spared 
this too. 

Mask. Beatrix, let us dispatch ; or they'll break 
off before us. 

Heat Break as fast as thou wilt ; I aai 8$ brittle 
as thou art, for thy heart. 

Wild. Because I will absolutely break off with 
you, I will keep nothing that belongs to you ; there- 
fore, take back your picture, and your handkerduef. 

Jac. I have nothing of yours to keep ; therefcve 
take back your liberal promises. Take them in ima- 
gination. 

Wild. Not to be behindhand with you in your 
frumps, I give you back your purse of gold. Take 
you that — in imagination. 

Jac. To conclude with you, take back your oaths 
and protestations ; they are never the worse for the 
wearing, I assure you. Therefore take them» spick 
and span new, for the use of your next mistress. 

Mask. Beatrix, follow your leader; here's the 
sixpenny whittle you gave me, with the mutton 
haft. I can spare it, for knives are of little use in 
Spain. 
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Beat There's your scissors with the stinking 
brass-chain to them : 'Tis well there was no love 
betwixt us ; for they had been too dull to cut it. 

Mask, There's the dandriff-comb you lent me. 

Beat There's your ferret-ribbanding for garters, 

Mask^ I would never have come so near as to 
have taken them from you. 

Beat. For your letter, I have it not about me ; 
but upon reputation I'll bum it, 

IMadci And for yours, I have already put it to a 
fitting employment. — Courage, sir ; how goes the 
battle on your wing ? 

Wild. Just drawing off on both sides. Adieu, 
Spain, 

Jm. Farewell, old England. 

Beat. Come away in triumph ; the day's your 
own, madam. 

Mask. I'll bear you off upon my shoulders, sir ; 
we have broke their hearts. 

Wild. Let her go first then ; I'll stay, and keep 
the honour of the field. 

Jac. I'll not retreat, if you stay till midnight. 

Wild. Are you sure then we have done loving ? 

Jac. Yes, very sure ; I think so. 

WHd^ *Tis well you are so ; for otherwise I feel 
my stomach a little maukish. I should have doubt- 
ed another fit of love were coming up. 

Joe. No, no; your inconstancy secures yoil 
enough for that, 

WUd. That's it which makes me fear my own re- 
turning : Nothing vexes me, but that you should 
part with me so slightly, as though I were not 
worth your keeping. Well, 'tis a sign you never 
loved me. 

Joe. Tis the least of your care whether I did or 
flid not : It may be it had been more for the quiet 
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^f mysdf, i£ I-^ — ^but 'tis no mattw, I'll not give 
you that satisfaction. 

Wild. But what's the reason you will not ghre 
it me? 

fJac. For the reason that we are quite broke off. 

Wild. Why, are we quite, quite broke off? 

Jac. Why, are we not ? 

Wild. Well, since 'tis past, 'tis past ; but a pox 
of all foolish quarrelling, for my part 

Jac. And a mischief of all foomh disguisements, 
for my part, 

Wud. But if it were to do again with another 
mistress, I would even plainly confess I had lost 
my money. 

Jac. And if I had to deal with another servant, 
I would learn more wit than to tempt him in dis- 
guises ; for that's to throw a Venice-glass to the 
ground, to try if it would not break. 

Wild. If it were not to please you^ I see no ncr 
pessity of our parting, 

Jac. I protest, I do it only out of oomplaisanoe 
to you. 

Wild. But if I should play the fpol, and ask your 
pardon, you would refuse it ? 

Jac. No, never submit ; for I should spoil you 
again with pardoning you. 

Mask. Do you hear this, Beatrix ! They are just 
upon the point of accommodation ; we must make 
haste, or they'll make a peace by themselves and 
exclude us from the treaty. 

Seat. Declare yourself the aggrejSfspr then, and 
J'U take you into mercy^ 

Wild. The worst that you can say of me is^ that 
I have loved you thrice over. 

Jac. The prime articles between Spain and Eng- 
land a|:e siealed ; for the rest, concerning a more 

3 
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Strict alliance, if you please^ we'll dispute them ii^ 
the garden. 

Wildf But, in the first place^ let us agree on the 
article of navigation, I beseech you. 

Seat. These leagues, offensiye and defensive, will 
lie too strict for us^ Maskall : A treaty of commerce 
will serve pur tun^. 

Mask. With all my heart ; and when pur loves 
are veering, 
Wp'll make no words, but fall to privateering. 

IJExeunt, the Men leading the Wbmeff. 



ACT V. SCENE L 

Enter Loeek, Auuelia, and Camilla. 

Lop. *Tis true, if he had continued constant to 
you, I should have thought myself obliged in ho- 
liour to be hi? friend ; but I could no longer suffer 
\nm to abuse a person of your worth and beauty, 
with a feigned affection. 

Aur. But is it possible Don Melchor should be 
false to love ? I'll be sworn I did not imagine such 
a treachery could have been in nature ; e$pecially 
to a lady who had so obliged him. 

Lap. 'Twas this, madam» which gave me the con- 
fidence to wait upon you at an hour, which would 
be otherwise unseasonable. 

Aur. You are the most obliging person in the 
world. 

Ltop. But to clear it to you that he is false, he is, 
at this very minute, at an assignation with your 
Qousin in the garden ; I am sure he was endea- 
vouring it not an hour ago. 

Aur. I swear this evening's air begins to incom- 
n)ode me extremely with a cold ; but yet, in hope 
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of detecting this perjured man, I am content to stay 
abroad. 

Ijop. But withal, you must permit me to tell you, 
madam, that it is but just I should have some snare 
in a heart, which I endeavour to redeem : In the 
law of arms, you know that they, who pay the ran- 
som, have right to dispose of the prisoner. 

Aur. The prize is so very inconsiderable^ that tis 
not worth the claiming. 

Ijop. If I thought the boon were small, I would 
not importune my princess with the asking it : But 
since my life depends upon the grant 

Cam. Ma'am, I must needs tell your la'ship, that 
Don Lopez has deserved you, for he has acted all 
along like a cavalier, and more for your interest 
than his own. Besides, ma'am, Don Melchor is as 
poor as he is false : For my part, I shall never en- 
dure to call him master. 

Aur. Don Lopez, go along with me. I can pro- 
mise nothing, but I swear I will do my best to dis- 
engage my heart from this furious tender, which I 
have for him. 

Cam. If I had been a man, I could never have 
forsaken you : Ah those languishing casts, ma'am ; 
and that pouting lip of your la'ship, like a cherry- 
bough, weighed down with the weight of fruit ! 

Aur. And that sigh too, I think, is not altogether 
disagreeable ; but something charmante and mg- 
nonne. 

Cam. Well, Don Lopez, you'll be but too happy. 

Zrop. If I were once possessor 

Enter Bellamy and Theodosl^. 

Tlieo. O, we are surprised. 
Bel. Fear nothing, madam; I think, I know 
them. — Don Lopez ? 
Lop. Our famous astrologer, how come yon h«e? 
Bel. 1 am infinitely happy to have met you with 
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'. Donna Aureliai that you mav do me the favour to 
satisfy this lady of a truth, which I can scarce per- 
suade her to believe. 

Jbop. I am glad our concernments are so equal ; 
for I have the like favour to ask from Donna Theo- 
dosia. 

Theo. Don Lopez is too noble to be refused any 
thing within my power ; and I am ready to do him 
any service, after I have asked my cousin, if ever 
Don Melchor pretended to her ? 

Avr. 'Tis the very question which I was furious- 
ly resolved to have asked of you. 

Theo. I must confess he has made some profes- 
sions to me. And withal, I will acknowledge my 
own weakness so far as to tell you, I have given 
way he should often visit me, when the world be- 
lieved him absent. 

Av/r. O, cavalier Astrologer, how have you be- 
trayed me ! Did you not assure me, that Don Mel- 
chor's tender and inclination was for me only ? 

Sel. I had it from his star, madam, I do assure 
you ; and if that twinkled false, I cannot help it. 
The truth is, there's no trusting the planet of an 
inconstant man ; he was moving to you when I 
looked on it, and if since it has changed the course, 
I am not to be blamed for it 

1/m. Now, madam, the truth is evident. And 
for thb cavalier, he might easily be deceived in 
Melchor ; for I dare affirm it to you both, he never 
knew to which of you he was most inclined : For 
he visited one, and writ letters to the other. 

JSel. to Theo. Then, madam, I must claim your 

Sromise, (since I have discovered to you that Don 
lelchorisunworthy of your favours) thatyou would 
make me happy, who, amongst my many imperfec- 
tions, can never be guilty of such a falsehood. 
Theo. If I have been deceived in Melchor, whom 

VOL. Ill, X 
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I have known so long, you cannot reasonably ex- 
pect» I should trust you at a day's acquaintance. 

Set. For that, madam, you may know as much 
of me in a day, as you can in all your life. All my 
humours circulate like my blood, at farthest within 
twenty- four hours. I am plain and true, like all 
my countrymen ; you see to the bottom of me as 
easily, as you do to the gravel of a clear stream in 
autumn. 

Lop. You plead so well, sir, that I desire you 
would speak for me too. My cause is the same with 
yours, only it has not so good an advocate. 

Aur. Since I cannot make myself happy, I will 
have the glory to felicitate another ; and, therefore, 
I declare, I will reward the fidelity of Don Lopez. 

Theo. All that I can say at present is, that I will 
never be Don Melchor's : The rest, time and your 
ser\ace must make out. 

Sel. I have all I can expect, to be admitted as 
eldest servant ; as preferment falls, I hope you will 
remember my seniority. 

Cam. Ma'am, Don Melchor. 

Aur. Cavaliers, retire a little ; we shall see to 
which of us he will make his court. 

[ OThe men withdraw. 

Enter Don Melchor. 

Don Melchor, I thought you had been a<-bed before 
this time. 

Mel. Fair Aurelia, this is a blessing beyond ex- 
pectation, to see you again so soon. 

Aur. What important business brought you hi- 
ther ? 

Mel. Only to make my peace with you before I 
slept. You know you are the saint to whom I pay 
my devotions. 
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Aur. And yet it was beyond your expectances 
to meet me ? This is furiously incongruous. 
. Theo. [Advancing.'] Don Melchor, whither were 
you bound so late ? 

MeL What shall I say? I am so confounded, 

that I know not to which of them I should excuse 

myself. [Aside. 

. Theo. Pray answer me truly to one question : 

Did you ever make any addresses to my cousin ? 

Mel. Fie, fie, madam, there's a question indeed. 

Avr. How, monster of ingratitude ! can you deny 
the declaration of your passion to me ? 

Mel. I say nothing, madam. 

Theo. Which of us is it, for whom you are con- 
cerned? 

Mel. For that, madam, you must excuse me ; I 
have more discretion than to boast a lady's favour. 

A'^r. Did you counterfeit an address to me ? 

Mel. Still I say nothing, madam ; but I will sa* 
tisfy either of you in private ; for the3e matters are 
too tender for public discourse, 

Enter Lopez and Bellamy hastily^ with their 

swords drawn. 

Bellamy and Lopez ! This is strange ! 
. Jjofp. Ladies, we would not have disturbed you, 
but as we were walking to the garden door, it open^ 
ed suddenly against us, and we confusedly saw, by 
moon-light, some persons entering, but who they 
were we know not, 

3el. You had best retire into the garden-house, 
and leave us to take our fortunes, without prejudice 
to your reputations. 

Enter Wildblood, Maskall, Jacintha, and 

Beatrix. 

Wild. [To Jacintha entering."] Do not fear, ma- 
dam, I thmk I heard my friend's voice. 
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Bel. Marry hang you, is it you that have given 
us this hot amrm ? 

Wild, There's more in it than you imagine ; tlie 
whole house is up : For seeing you two, and not 
knowing you, after I had entered the ^arden-dow, 
I made too much haste to get out again, and \Mt 
left the key broken in it. With the noise, one of 
the servants came running in, whom I forced back; 
and, doubtless, he is gone for company, for yoa 
may see lights running through every chamber. 

Theo. Jac. What will become of us ? 

Bel. We must have recourse to our former reso- 
lution. Let the ladies retire into the garden-house^ 
And, now I think on it, you gentlemen shall go in 
with them, and leave me and Maskall to bear die 
brunt of it. 

Mask. Me, sir ! I beseech you let me go in witii .j 
the ladies too.-^Dear Beatrix, speak a good word for 
me ! I protest 'tis more out of love to thy company 
than for any fear I have. 

Bel. You dog, I have need of your wit and coua* 
sel. We have no time to deliberate. Will you stay, 
sir? [jTo MaskaLL. 

Mash No, sir, 'tis not for iny safety. 

Bel. Will you in, sir ? [To MelcHos. 

Mel. No, sir, 'tis not for my honour, to be assist- 
ing to you : ril to Don Alonzo, and help to le* 
venge the injury you are doing him. 

Bel. Then we are lost, I can do nothing. 

Wild. Nay, an you talk of honour, by your leaver 
sir. I hate your Spanish honour, ever since it spcril- 
ed our English plays, with faces about and t'other 
side. 

[FaUs upon him and throws him down. 

Mel. What do you mean, you will not murder 
me ? Must valour be oppressed by multitudes ? 
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Wild. Come yarely, my mates, every man to his 
share of the burden. Come, yarely, hay ! ^ 

[^jHkeJbur Men take him each hy a limb^ and 
carry him out^ he crying Murder. 
Theo. If this Englishman save us now, I shall ad- 
mire his wit. 

BeaL Grood wits never think themselves admired 
till they are well rewarded : You must pay him in 
•pede, madam ; give him love for his wit. 

Enter tlie Men again. 

Bel. Ladies, fear nothing, but enter into the gar- 
den-house with these cavaliers. 

Maak. O that I were a cavalier too ! 

\I9 going with them. 

Bel. Come you back, sirrah. [Stops him.} Think 
yourselves as dafe as in a sanctuary ; only keep quiet, 
whatever happens. 

Joe. Come away then, they are upon us. 

[Exeunt all but Bel. and Mask. 

Mask. Hark, I hear the foe coming : Methinks 
they threaten too, sir; pray let me go in, for a 
guard to the ladies and poor" Beatrix. I can fight 
much better, when there is a wall betwixt me and 
danger. 

Bel. Peace, I have occasion for your wit to help 
me to ^. 

Most. Sir, upon the faith of a sinner, you have 
had my last lie already ; I have not one more to do 
me credit, as I hope to be saved, sir. 

Bd. VictoirCy Victoire ! knock under, you rogue, 
ttid confess me conqueror, and you shall see I'll 
bring oil off. 

JSnter Zhn Alonzo, and six Servants ; with lights, 

and swords drawn. 

Alon. Search about there. 
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Bel. Fear nothing ; do but vouch what I shall 
say. 

Mask. For a passive lie I can yet do something. 

Alon. Stand ! who goes there ? 

Bel. Friends. 

Alon. Friends ! Who are you ? 

Bel. Noble Don Alonzo, sudi as are watching 
for your good. 

Alon. 1^ it you, Senor Inglis? Why all this 
noise and tumult ? Where are my daughters and 
my niece ? But, in the first place, though last named, 
how came you hither, sir ? 

Bel. I came hither — ^by astrology, sir. 

Mask. My master's in ; heavens send him good 
shipping with his lie, and all kind devils stand his 
friends ! 

Alon. How ! by astrology, sir ? Meaning, you 
came hither by art magic. 

Bel. I say by pure astrology, sir ; I foresaw by 
my art, a little after I had left you, that your niece 
and daughters would this night run a risk of being 
carried away from this very garden. 

Alon. O the wonders of this speculation ! 

Bel. Thereupon I called immediately for my 
sword, and came in all haste to advertise you ; but 
I see there's no resisting destiny ; for just as I was 
entering the garden-door, I met the women with 
their gallants all under sail, and outward bound. 

Mask. Thereupon what does me he, but draws, 
by my advice 

Bel. How now, Mr Rascal ? Are you itching to 
be in ? \^Ame. 

Ma^k. Pray, sir, let me go snip with you in this 
lie, and be not too covetous of honour. You know 
I never stood with you ; now my courage is come 
to me, I cannot resist the temptation. [Aside. 

Bel. Content ; tell on. 
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Musk. So, in short, sir, we drew, first I, and then 
my master ; but, being overpowered, they have es- 
caped us, so that 1 think you may go to bed, and 
trouble yourself no further, for gone they are. 

Bel. You tell a lie ! you have curtailed my inven- 
tion. You are not fit to invent a lie for a bawd, 
when she would wheedle a young squire. \Adde. 

AUm. Call up the officers of justice, I'll have the 
town searched immediately. 

Bel. 'Tis in vain, sir ; 1 know, by my art, you'll 
never recover them. Besides, 'tis an affront to my 
friends, the stars, who have otherwise disposed of 
them. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Sir, the key is broken in the garden-door, 
and the door locked, so that of necessity they must 
be in the garden yet. 

AUm. Disperse yourselves, some into the wilder- 
ness, some into the alleys, and some into the par- 
terre — ^You, Diego, go try to get out the key, and 
run to the corrigidor for his assistance. In the 
mean time, I'll search the garden-house myself. 

[^Exeunt aU the Servants hut one. 

Mask, ril be unbetted again, if you please, sir, 
and leave you all the honour of it. 

[ To Bellamy aside. 

AUm. Come, cavalier, let us in together. 

Bel. [Holding him,'] Hold, sir, for the love of hea- 
ven ! you are not mad ? 

Alan. We must leave no place unsearched. — A 
light there ! 

Bel. Hold, I say ; do you know what you are 
pndertaking ; and have you armed yourself with 
resolution mr such an adventure ? 

AUm. What adventure ? 

Bel. A word in private — The place you would go 
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into is full of enchantments ; there are at this time, 
for aught I know, a legion of spirits in it 

Alon. You confound me witn wonder, sir! 

Bel. I have been making there my magical opera- 
tions, to know the event of your daughters' flight ; 
and, to perform it rightly, have been forced to call 
up spirits of several orders. And there they are hum- 
ming like a swarm of bees, some stalking about up- 
on the ground, some flying, and some sticking up- 
on the walls like rear-mice. 

Mask. The devil's in him, he's got off again ! 

Alon. Now, sir, I shall try the truth of your 
friendship to me. To confess the secret of my 
soul to you, I have all my life been curious to see 
a devil ; and to that purpose have conned Agrippa 
through and through, and made experiment m ell 
his rules. Pari die et incremento Lume, and yet 
could never compass the sight of one of these d^ 
moniums : If you will ever oblige me, let it be on 
this occasion. 

Ma^k. There's another storm arising. 

Bel. You shall pardon me, sir ; I'll not expose 
you to that peril for the world, without due prepa- 
rations of ceremony. 

Ahfi. For that, sir, I always carry a talisman 
about me, that will secure me. And therefore I 
will venture in, a God's name, and defy them all 
at once. [Gcimg in. 

Ma^k. How the pox will he get off^ from this ? 

Bel. Well, sir, since you are so resolved, send off 
your servant, that there may be no noise made on% 
and wc^ll take our venture. 

Alon. Pedro, leave your light, and help the fel- 
lows to search the garden. \^Exit Sermmt. 

Mask. What does my incomprehensible master 
mean? 
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Bel. Now, I must tell you, sir, you will see that, 
which will very much astonish you, if my art fail 
me not. [Goes to the door."] You spirits and intelli- 
gences, that are within there, stand dose, and silent, 
at your peril, and fear nothing, but appear in your 
own shapes, boldly. — Maskall, open the door. 

[Mask ALL goes to one side of the scene, which 
draxDS, and discovers Theo. Jac. Aur. 
Beat. Cam. Lop. Wild, standing ail 
without motion in a rank. 
Now, ar, what think you ? 

Alom. They are here, they are here. We need 
search no farther. Ah, you ungracious baggages ! 

[Going toward them. 

Bel. Stay, or you'll be torn in pieces. These are 
the very shapes I conjured up, and truly represent 
to you in what company your niece and daughters 
are, this very moment. 

Alon. Why, are they not they? I durst have 
swoni that some of them had been my own flesh 
and blood.— ^Look ; one of them is just like that 
rogue, your comrade. 

[Wild, shakes his head, andfirown^s at him. 

Bel. Do you see how you have provoked that 
English devil ? Take heed of him ; if he gets yoii 
once into his clutches [Wild, embracing 3 ac. 

Alon. He seems to have got possession of the 
spirit of my Jacintha, by his hugging her. 

Bel. Nay, I imagined as much. Do but look 
upon his physiognomy — ^you have read Baptista 
Porta ? Has he not the leer of a very lewc^ de- 
bauched spirit ? A 

AUm. He has indeed. Then there's my niece Au- 
rdia, with the spirit of Don Lopez ; but that's well 
enough; and my daughter Theodosia all alone; 
pray now comes that about ? 

8 
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BeL She's provided for with a familiar too : One 
that is in this very room with you, and by your 
elbow ; but I'll shew you him some other time. 

Alon. And that baggage Beatrix, how I would 
swinge her, if I had her here : I'll lay my life sbe 
was in the plot for the flight of her mistresses. 

[Beat, claps her hands at him. 

JSel. Sir, you do ill to provoke her ; for, being the 
spirit of a woman, she is naturally mischievous : 
You see she can scarce hold her hands from you 
already. 

Mask. Let me alone to revenge your quarrel 
upon Beatrix ; If e'er she come to light, I'll take a 
course with her, I warrant you, sir. 

Bel. Now come away, sir, you have seen enough ; 
the spirits are in pain whilst we are here : We keep 
them too long condensed in bodies ; if we were 
gone, they would rarify into air immediately.— 
Maskall, shut the door. 

[Mask, goes to the scene ^ and it closes. 

Alon. Monstrum hominis ! O prodigy of science ! 

Enter two Servants with Don Melchor. 

Bel. Now help me with a lie, Maskall, or we are 
lost. 

Mask. Sir, I could never lie with man or woman 
in a fright. 

Serv. Sir, we found this gentleman bound and 
gagged, and he desired us to bring him to you with 
all haste imaginable. 

Mel. O, sir, sir ! your two daughters and your 
niece ■ 

Bel. They are gone ; he knows it : — ^But are you 
mad, sir, to set this pernicious wretch at liberty ? 
• Mel. I endeavoured all that I was able 

Mask. Now, sir, I have it for you. [Aside to bis 
master.'] — He was endeavouring, indeed, to have 
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got away with them ; for your daughter Theodosia 
was his prize. But we prevented him, and left hun 
in the condition in which you see him. 

Alon. I thought somewhat was the matter, that 
Theodosia had not a spirit by her, as her sister had. 

Bel. This was he I meant to shew you. 

MeL Do you believe him, sir ? 

Bel. No, no, believe him^ sir : You know his 
truth, ever since he stole your daughter's diamond. 

Mel. I swear to you, by my honour 

Alan. Nay, a thief I knew him ; and yet, after 
that, he had the impudence to ask me for my 
daughter. 

Bel. Was he so impudent ? The case is plain, sir ; 
put him quickly into custody. 

Mel. Hear me but one word, sir, and I'll discover 
all to you. 

Bel. Hear him not, sir ; for my art assures me, 
if he speaks one syllable more, he will cause great 
mischief. 

Alon. Will he so ? I'll stop my ears ; away with 
him. 

Mel. Your daughters are yet in the garden, hid- 
den by this fellow and his accomplices. 

Alon. \^At the same tirne^ drowning him.'\ I'll stop 
my ears, I'll stop my ears. 

Bel. Mask. \_At the same time also.'] A thief, a 
thief! away with him. 

[^Servants carry Melchob qff\ struggling. 

Alon. He thought to have borne us down with 
his confidence. 

Enter another Servant. 

Serv. Sir, with much ado we have got out the 
key, and opened the door. 

Alon. Then, as I told you, run quickly to the 
corrigidor, and desire him to come hither in person 
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to examine a malefactor. [WUiPBi^Oop Memi 
mthim.^ Hark ! what noiw is that within ? I iUoAi 
one sneezes. 

Bel. One of the devils, I warrant you, bai got a 
cold, with being so long out of the nro. 

Alon. Bless his devilship, as I may my. 

[WiLDBLOQD m0m^9 again. 

Serv. [ To Don Alonzo.] This is a man's v<Mce ; 
do not suffer yourself to be deceived so grossly, air. 

Mask. A man's voice ! that's a good OQe indeed, 
that you should live to these years, and yet he so 
silly as not to know a num from a devil* 

Alon. There's more in't than I imagined : Hold 
up your torch, and go in first, Pedro, aad I'U fol- 
low you. 

Masi. No, let me have the honour to be your 
usher. [Takes the torch cmd goei in. 

Mask. [Within.'] Help, help, help ! 

Alon. W hat's the matter ? 

Bel. Stir not upon your life, sir. 

Enter Maskall again^ without the torch. 

Mask. I was no sooner entered, but a huge giant 
seized my torch, and felled me along, with uie very 
whiff of his breath, as he passed by me. 

Ahn. Bless us ! 

BeL [At the door to them within.'] Pass out now, 
while you have time, in the dark ; The officers of 
justice will be here immediately ; the garden-door 
is open for you* 

Alan, What are you muttering there, sir ? 

Bel. Only dismissing these spirits of darkness, that 
they may trouble you no further. — G6 out, I say. 
\^They ail came out upon the stage, groping their 
way. WiijjyBi.ooi> Jails into Alonzo's hands. 

Alon. I have caught somebody : Are these your 
spirits ? Another light quickly, Pedro. 
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Mftsk^ [^Slipping between Alon. and Wild.] 'Tig 
Maskall you have caught, sir ; do you mean to 
strangle me, that you press me so hard between 
your arms ? 

Aloti. ILetting Wild. goJ] is it thee, Maskall ? I 
durst have sworn it had been another. 

SeL Make haste now, before the candle comes. 

[AuRELiA^/& info Alon2:o*s arms. 

Aion. Now I have another. ' 

Aur. *Tis Maskall you have caught, sir. 

Alon. No, I thank you, niece, this artifice is too 
gross. I know your voice a little better. What ho, 
bnng lights there ! 

Bel. Her impertinence has ruined all. 

Enter Servants with lights^ and swords drawn. 

' Sert>. Sir, the corrigidor is coming, according to 
your desire. In the mean time, we have secured 
the garden doors. 

Alon. I'm glad on't. I'll make some of them se- 
vere examples. 

tf^Hd. Nay* then, as we have lived merrily, so let 
U8 die together. But we'll shew the Don some sport 
first. 

Tkeo. What will become of us ! 

Jiac. We'll die for company. Nothing vexes me^ 
but that I am not a man, to have one thrust at that 
malioious old father of mine before I go» 

Jjdp. Lst us break our way through the corrigi- 
dor'B oand. 

Jac. A match, i'faith. We'll venture our bodies 
with you. You shall put the baggage in the mid-r 
die. 

WUd. He that pierces thee, I say no more, but I 
shall be somewhat angry with him. — [To Alon.] 
In the mean time, I arrest you, sir, in the behalf of 
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this good company. As the oorrigidor uses us, so 
we'll use you, 

Alon. You do not mean to murder me ! 

JBel. You murder yourself, if you force us to it. 

Wild. Give me a jazor there, that I may scrape 
his weezon, that the bristles may not hinder me, 
when I come to cut it. 

Bel. What need you bring matters to that extre- 
mity ? You have your ransom in your hand. Here 
are three men, and there are three women ; you 
understand me. 

Jac. If not, here's a sword, and there's a throat ; 
you understand me. 

Alon. This is verv hard ! 

Theo. The propositions are good, and marriage is 
as honourable as it used to be. 

JBeat. You had best let your daughters live brand- 
ed with the name of strumpets ; for whatever befals 
the men, that will be sure to be their share. 

Alon. I can put them into a nunnery. 

All the Women. A nunnery ! 

Jojc. 1 would have thee to know, thou graceless 
old man, that I defy a nunnery. Name a nunnery 
once more, and I disown thee for my father. 

Lop. You know the custom of the country, in 
this case, sir. 'Tis either death or marriage. The 
business will certainly be public ; and if they die, 
they have sworn you shall bear them company. 

Ahn. Since it must be so, run, Pedro, and stop 
the corrigidor. Tell him it was only a carnival mer- 
riment, which I mistook for a rape and robbery. 

Jac. Why now you are a dutiful father again, 
and I receive you into grace. 

Sel. Among the rest of your mistakes, sir, I must 
desire you to let my astrology pass for one. My 
roatheniatics, and art mfigic, were only a cami- 
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val device ; and now that's ending, I have more 
mind to deal with the flesh, than with the devil. 

AJxm. No astrologer ! 'tjs impossible ! 

Mask. I have known him, sir, these seven years, 
and dare take my oath he has been always an utter 
stranger to the stars ; and indeed to any thing that 
belongs to heaven. 

Lap. Then I have been cozened among the rest. 

Theo. And I ; but I forgive him. 

Beat. I hope you will forgive me, madam, who 
have been the cause on't ; but what he wants in 
astrology, he shall make up to you some other way, 
ril pass my word for him. 

'Alon. I hope you are both gentlemen ? 

JBel. As good as the Cid himself, sir. 

jilon. And for your religion, right Romans . 

Wild. As ever was Mark Anthony. 

Alon, For your fortunes and courages— — 

Mask. They are both desperate, sir ; especially 
their fortunes. 

Theo. [To Bel.] You should not have had my 
consent so soon, but only to revenge myself upon 
the falseness of Don Melchor. 

Aur. I must avow, that gratitude for Don Lopez 
is as prevalent with me, as revenge against Don 
Melchor. 

Alon. Lent, you know, begins to morrow ; when 
that's over, marriage will be proper. 

Jac. If I stay till after Lent, I shall be to marry 
when I have no love left. I'll not bate you an ace 
of tornight, father ; I mean to bury this man ere 
Lent be done, and get me another before Easter. 

Alon. Well, make a night on't then. 

[^Giving his daughters. 

Wild. Jacintha Wildblood, welcome to me. Since 
our stars have doomed it so, we cannot help it ; but 
'twas a mere trick of fate, to catch us thus at un- 
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awares ; to draw us in, with a what do you kck, as 
we passed by. Had we once separated to-night| we 
should have had more wit, than ever to have met 
again to-morrow. 

Jac. 'Tis true, we shot each other flying. We 
were both upon the wing, I find ; and^ liad we pass- 
ed this critical minute, I should have gone for the 
Indies, and you for Greenland, ere we had met in 
a bed upon consideration. 

McLsk. You have quarrelled twice to>night with- 
out bloodshed ; beware the third time. 

Jac Apropos! I have been retrieving an old 
song, of a lover that was ever quarrelling with his 
mistress. I think it will fit our amour so well, that, 
if you please, I'll give it you for an epithalamium ; 
and you shall sing it. [Gives him a ptgaer. 

Wild. 1 never sung in all my life ; ^or ever durst 
try, when I was alone, for fear of braying. 

Jac. Just me, up and down ; but for a frolic, let's 
sing together ; for I am sure, if we cannot sing now, 
we shall never have cause when we are married. 

Wild. Begin then, give me my key, and 1% set 
my voice to't. 

Jac, Fa la, fa la, fa la. 

Wild. Fala, fala, fala. Is this your best, upon the 
faith of a virgin ? 

Jac. Ay, by the muses, I am at my pitch. 

Wild. Then do your worst ; and let the company 
be judge who sings worst. 

Jac Upon condition the best singer shall wear 
the breeches. Prepare to strip, sir ; I shall put you 
into your drawers presently. 

Wild. I shall be revenged, with putting you in- 
to your smock anon ; St G^rge for me. 

Jac. St James for me. Come start, sir. 
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Song. 

Damon. Celimenoy of my heart 

None shaU^er bereave you : 
If, with your good leave , I may 
Quarrel with you once a day, 
I will never leave you* 

Celimena. Passion's but an empty name. 

Where respect is wanting : 
Damon, you mistake yov^nim ; 
Hang your heart, and burn yourfiame. 
If you must be ranting. 

■ 

k I 

Damon. Love a^s duU and muddy is, 

As decaying Uquor : ... 

Anger sets it on the lees. 
And r^nes it by degrees. 
Till it works the quicker. 

Celimena. Love by qtuirrels to beget 

Wisely you endeavour ; 
With a grave physician's wit, 
WhOf to cure an ague fit. 
Put me in a fever, 

Damon. Anger rouses love to fight, ^ 

And his only bait is, 
^Tis the spur to duU delight. 
And is but an eager bite. 
When desire at height is. 

Celimena. If such drops qfheat canfaU 
. in our wooing weather ; 
If such drops of heat can fall, 
PTe shaU have the devil and all 
When we come together. 

VOL. III. Y 
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Wild. Your judgment, genUemen ; a man, or a 
maid? 

Bel. An you make no better harmony after you 
are married, than you have before, you are the mi- 
serablest couple in Christendom. 

WUd. 'Ti9 no great matter ; if I bad had a good 
voice, she would have spoHed it before to-morrow. 

Bel. WhenMaskall hasmarried Beatrix, you ipay 
learn of her. 

Most. You shall put her life into a lease, thep. 

Wild. Upon condition,that when I drop intoyour 
house from hunting, I may set my slippers at your 
door, as a Turk does at a Jew's, that yon may not 
enter. 

Theo. And while you refresh yourself within, he 
shall wind the horn 'withou|;. 

Mask. I'll throw up my leasp first. 

Bel. Why, thou wouldst not be sp impudent, to 
marry Beatrix for thyself only ? 

Beat. For all his ranting and tearing now, }11 
pass mv word, he shall degenerate into as tame and 
peaceable a )iusband, as ^ civfl woma^ would wish 
to have. 



» •» • • 



Enter Don Melchoe, ivith a Servant. 

Mel Sir . 

Alon. I know what you would say, but youy dis- 
covery comes too late now. 

Mel. Why, the ladies are found. 

Aur. But their inclinations are lost, I can assure 
you. 

Jac. Look you, sir, there goes the game. Your 
Plate fleet is divided ; half for Spain, and half for 
England. 

Theo. You are justly punish'd for loving two. 
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MeL Yet I hav^ the ,comfort of a cast lover : I 
will think well of myself, and despise my mistresses. 

[Exit. 

Dance. 

Bd. Enough, enough ; let's end the oarnivs^ 
abed. 

Wild. And for these gentlemen, whene'er tlipy try, 
May they all speed as soon, and well as I^ 

[Exeuntf 



> 



EPILOGUE.' 



Mt part being small, I have had time to-day. 

To mark your various censures of our play. 

Firsts looking for a judgment or a wit, 

Like Jewst I saw them scatlsr^d through the pit ; 

And where a knot of smilers lent an ear 

To one that talk'd, I knew the foe was there. ' 

The dub of jests went round ; he, who had none^ 

BoiTow'd o'tne next, and told it for his own. 

Amonff the rest, they kept a fearful stir. 

In whispering Uiat ne stole the Astrologer ; 

And said, betwixt a French and English plot. 

He eased his half-tired muse, on pace ana trot. 

Up starts a Monsieur, new come o'er, and warm 

In the French stoop, and the pull-back o'the arm ; 

MorbleUf dit il, and cocks, I am a rogue. 

But he has quite spoil'd the feign'd Jstrohgue, 

'Pox, says another, here's so great a stir 

With a son of a whore fiurce Siat's regular, 

A rule, where nothing must decorum shox^k ! 

Damme, 'tis as dull, as dining by the clock. 

An evening ! Why the devil shoidd we be vext. 

Whether he gets the wench this night or next ?r— 

When I heard this, I to the poet went. 

Told him the house was full of discontent. 

And ask'd him what excuse he could invent. 

He neither swore or storm d, as poets do, 

But, most unlike an author, vow'd 'twas true ; 

Yet said, he used the French like enemies. 

And did not steal their plots, but made them prize* 

But should he all the pains and charges count 

Of taking them, the bill so high would mount. 

That, like prize-goods, which through the office come. 

He could have had them much more cheap at home. 

He still must write ; and, banquier-like, each day 

Accept new bills, and he must break, or pay. 

When through his hands such sums must yearly run. 

You cannot think the stock is all his own. 

His haste his other errors might excuse. 

But there's no mercy for a guilty muse ; 

For, like a mistress, she must stand or fall. 

And please you to a height, or not at all. 
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TYRANNIC LOVE; 

OR, THE 

ROYAL MARTYR. 



TRAGEDY. 



TYRANNIC LOVE. 



The '* Royal Mart3rr" h one of Dryden's most characteristic 
productions. The character of Maximid, in particular, is drawn 
on his boldest plan, and only equalled by that of Almanzor, in 
the ** Conquest of Granada." indeed, although, in action, the 
latter exhibits a larger proportion of that extravagant achieve- 
ment peculiar to the heroic drama, it may be questioned, whether 
the language of Maximin does not abound more with the flights 
of fiincy^ which hover betwixt the confines of the grand and the 
bombastic, and which our author himself has aptly termed theDa* 
lilahfr of the theatre. Certainly in some of those rants which oc« 
casionally burst from the emperor^ our poet appears shorn of his 
lock^ ; as for example* 

Look to it, Qoda ; for you the sggreMon tut : 
Keen you your nun and sunshine In your s]d€s« , 
And 1*11 keep back my flame and sacrifice | • 
Your trade of heaven will soon be at a stand. 
And all your goods lie dead upon your hand. 

Indeed, Dryden himself acknowledged, in the Dedication to the 
** Spanish Friar/' that some verses of Maximin and Almanzor 
cry vengeance upon him for their extravagance, and heartily 
wishes them in the same fire with Statins and Chapman. But he 
pleads in apology, that he knew they were bad enough to please, 
even when he wrote them, although he is now resolved no longer 
to seek credit from the approbation of fools. Johnson has doubt- 
ed, with apparent reason, whether this confession be sufficiently 
ample ; and whether the poet did not really give his love to those 
enticing seducers of his imagination^ although he contemned them 
In his more sober judgment. In the Prologue, he has boldly 
stated and justified his determination to rush forward, and ha- 
xard the disgrace of a fall, rather than the loss of the race. Cer- 
tainly a genius, which dared so greatly as that of Dryden^ cannot 
idways be expected to check its flight upon the verge of proprie- 
ty ; and we are often hurried along with it into the extravagant 
and bombastiC|When we can seldom discover the error till a second 
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reading of Uie passage. Take^ for example, the ofken quoted 
account of the death of Charinus : 

With a fierce haste he led our troops the way ; 
Wlule fiery showers of sulphur on him rain*d ; 
Nor left he, till the battlements be gained : 
There with a forest of their darts he stroTe». 
And stood, like Capaneus defying. Jove. 
With his broad sword the boldest beating down. 
While fate grew pale, lest he should win the town. 
And tum*d the inAi leaves of its dark book, 
To make new dooms, or mend what it mistook. 
Till sought by many deaths, he sunk, though late. 
And by his nil assarted doubtful fkte. 

Ahhough this passage^ upon examination^ will be found tocos- 
tain much tumid bombasty yet^ like others in the same tone^ it 
conveys^ at first, a dark impression of grandeur and sublimitj, 
which only vanisheS'On a critical examination. Such passages, 
pronounced with due emphasis on the stage, will always meet with 
popular applause. They are like the fanciful shapes into whicb s 
mist is often wreathed ; it requires a near approaqb« and an at* 
tentive consideration, to discover their emptiness and vanity. On 
the other hand, we meet with many passages in Maximin, where 
the impression of sublimity becomes more deep, in proportion to 
the attention we bestow on them. Such is the speech of St Ca- 
tharine to her mother : - - • 

Could we live always, lifb were worth our cost ; 
But now we keep with care what must be lost. 
Here we stand shivering on the bank, and cry; 
\nien we should plunge into etenuty. . 
One moment ends our pain ; 
And yet the shock of deaUi we dare not stand, 
T^y thought scaree measured, and too swift for sand. 
*Ti8 but because the living death ne*er knew, 
They fear to prove it, as a thing that** new. 
Let me the experimoit before you try, 
1*11 shew you first how easy 'tis to die. 

in the same scene occurs an instance of a di£ferent kind of 
beauty, less commonly found in Dryden. The tender description 
given by Felicia of her attachment to her child in in&ncy^ is ex- 
quisitely beautiful. 

The mtroduction of magic, and of the astral spirits^ who have 
little to do with the catastrophe, was perhaps contrived for the 
sake of music and scenery. The supernatural has, however, been 
fashionable at all periods; andwelearny from a passage in tbede- 

12 
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dication to '^ Prince Arthur/' that the Duchegs of Monmouth^ 
whom Dryden calls his first and best patroness^ was pleased with 
the parts of airy and earthy spirits^ and with that fairy kind of 
writings which depends upon tne force of imagination. It is pro- 
bable^ therefore, that^ in a play inscribed to her husband, that 
style of composition was judiciously intermingled^ to which our 
poet knew the Duchess was partial. There is much fine descrip- 
tion in the first account of tne wizard ; but the lyrical dialogue 
of the spirits is rather puerile, and is ridiculed, with great seve- 
rity, in the '' Rehearsal." 

Mr Malone has fixed the first acting of this play to the end of 
1668^ or beginning of 1669. It was printed in 1670^ and a re- 
vised edition came forth in 1672. 



TO THt 



MOST ILLUSTRIOUS PRINC£^,* 



JAMES, 

DUKE OF MONlllOUTH AND BUCCLEUGH, 

ONE OF HIS HAJESTY^ll 

UOST HONOUBABLS FBITY-COUKCTI/ ; AND KNIGHT OF 

THE MOST NOBLE OftDEB OF THE GABTEK, &C.* 



SIR, 

The fayourable reception which your excdleit 
lady afforded to one of my former plays^t has eor 
couraged me to double my presumption, in address- 
ing this to your grace's patronage. So dangerous 
a thing it is to admit a poet into your family, that 
you can never afterwards be free from the chiminK 
of ill verses, perpetually sounding in your ears, ana 



* For some account of the Duke of Monmouth, we refer osr 
readers to the poem of Absalom and Achitophel, in which Drr- 
den has described that unfortunate young nobleman under toe 
character of Absalom. 

t See the Dedication to the ** Indian Emperor." 
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mote troublesome than the neighbourhood of stee- 
ples. I have been favourable to myself in this ex- 
pression ; a zealous fanatic would have gone far- 
ther, and have called me the serpent, who first 
presented the fruit of my poetry to the wife, and 
so gained the opportunity to seduce the husband. 
Yet, I am ready to avow a crime so advantageous 
to me ; but the worldi which will condemn my 
boldness, I am sure will justify ahd applaud my 
choice^ All inen will join with me in the adoration 
which I pay you ; they would wish only I had 
brought you a more noble sacrifice. Instead of an 
heroic play^ you might justly expect an heroic 
poem, filled with the past glories of your ancestors^ 
and the future certainties of your own. Heaven 
has already taken care to form you for an hero. 
You have all the advantages of mind and body, and 
an illustrious birth^ conspiring to render yoii an ex- 
traordinary persohi The Acnilles and the Kinaldo 
are present in you, even above their originals; 
you only want a Homer, or a Tasso, to make you 
equal to them. Youth, beauty^ and courage, (all 
which you possess in the height of their perfection) 
are the most desirable gifts of heaven : and heaven 
18 never prodigal of such treasures, but to some 
uncommon purpose. So goodly a fabric was never 
jfiramied by an Almighty architect for a vulgar 
guest. He shewed the value which he set upon 
your mind, when he took care to have it so nobly^ 
and so beautifully lodged. To a graceful fashion 
and deportment of body, you have joined a winning 
cxMiversation, and an easy greatness, derived to you 
from the best« and best- beloved of princes. And 
with a great power of obliging, the world has ob- 
served in you a desire to oblige, even beyond your 
power. This, and all that I can say on so exceU 
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lent and large a subject, is only history, in whidi 
fiction has no part ; I can employ nothing of poetry 
in it, an^ more than I do in that hmnble protesta- 
tion which I make, to continue ever 

Your Grace's most obedient 

And most devoted servant, 

John Dbtden. 



PREFACE. 



JL VTAS moved to write this play by many reasons : 
Amongst others, the commands of some persons of 
bonour, for whom I have a most particular respect, 
"Were daily sounding in my ears, that it would be 
of good example to undertake a poem of this na- 
"ture. Neither were my own inclinations wanting 
tx> second their desires. I considered that pleasure 
'was not the only end of poesy ; and that even the 
Instructions of moralitv were not so wholly the 
Imsiness of a poet, as that the precepts and exam- 
ples of piety were to be omitted. For, to leave 
that employment altogether to the clergy, were to 
fi>rget that religion was first taught in verse, which 
the laziness, or dulness, of succeeding priesthood, 
turned afterwards into prose ; and it were also to 
^prant (which I never shall) that representations of 
this kind may not as well be conducing to holiness, 
to good manners. Yet far be it from me to com- 
the use of dramatic poesy with that of divi- 
nity : I only maintain, against the enemies of the 
staffe, that patterns of piety, decently represented, 
and equally removed from the extremes of super- 
stition and profaneness, may be of excellent use to 
second the precepts of our religion. By the har* 
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warded, or, at least, un; e died ; yet ik oagbt not 
to be an argument aj [ icfae art, any man thai 
the extravagances and un ties of tlie pulpit; aitte 
late times of rebellion, G le against the cficeaii 
dignity of the dergy. 

But many times it happen^ dmt poets air vvongi 
fully accused ; as it is my own caae in ttns thj 
pby ; where I am charged by some ignonnt or 
malidous persons, with no less aimes than prafine^ 
ness and irreligion. 

The part of Miuimim^ against wlndi dieae half 
critics so much declaim, was designed by me to«t 
<^ the character of iS^ CadiErf«e. And tfioBe^ wte 
have read the Roman history, may easily lememba; 
that Maximin was not only a Uoody tyrant^ snto 
eorparey animoferus^ as Herodian desaibes him; 
but also a persecutor of the dmrcfa, against triuch 
he raised the Sixth Persecution. So that whataoercr 
he speaks or acts in this tragedy, is no move than a 
record ofhis life and manners; apictoreyasnetftt 
I could take it, from the originaL I£ with modi 
pains, and some success, I have diawn a defermed 
piece, there is as much of art, and as near an imiti- 
tion of nature, in a lazar, as in a Venua. Maximin 
was an heathen, and what he speaka agunst reli- 
gimi, is in contempt of that which he professed. 
He defies the gods of Rome, wbidi is no more than 
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ii: St Catharine might with decency have done. If it 
2 be urged, that a person of such principles, who 
z iooffs at any religion, ought not to be presented 
2! on the stage; why then are the lives and sayings 
s: of so many wicked and profane persons, record^ 
£ in the Holy Scriptures ? I know it will be answered, 
ti That a due use may be made of them ; that they 
^ are remembered with a brand of infamy fixed upon 
jf tbem ; and set as sea-marks for those who behold 
j^ them to avoid. And what other use have I made 
j] Jot Maximin ? have I proposed him as a pattern to 
J Jte imitated, whom, even for his impiety to his false 
g •^tfod^ I have so severely punished ? Nay, as if I 
ji md foreseen this objection, I purposely removed the 
scene of the play, which ought to have been at 
^ , Alexandria in Egypt, where St Catharine suffered, 
J and laid it under the walls of Aquileia in Italy, 
^ where Maximin was slain ; that the punishment of 
^ hia crime might immediately succeed its execution. 
This, reader, is what I owed to my just defence, 
, and the due reverence of that religion which I pro- 
§&BB^ to which all men, who desire to be esteemed 
gdod, or honest, are obliged. I have neither leisure 
Uor occasion to write more largely on this subject, 
because I am already justified by the sentence of 
tb9 best and most c^ceming prince in the world, 
by the sufirage of all unbiassed judges, and above all, 
by the witness of my own conscience, which ab- 
hors the thought of such a crime ; to which I ask 
leave to add my outward conversation, which shall 
never be justly taxed with the note of atheism or 
.profiineness. 

In what else concerns the play, I shall be brief. 
For the faults of the writing and contrivance, I 
leave them to the mercy of the reader. For I am 
as little apt to defend my own arors, as to find 
-those of other poets. Only, I observe, that the 
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great censors of wit and poetry, either produce no* 
thing of their own, or what is more ridiculous thm 
any thing they reprehend. Much of ill nature, and 
a very little judgment^ go far in finding the mis- 
takes of writers. 

I pretend not that any thing of mine can be cor« 
rect. This poem, especially, which was contriTed, 
and written in seven weeks, though afterwards hin- 
dered by many accidents from a speedy representa- 
tion, which would have been its just excuse. 

Yet the scenes are every where unbroken^ and 
the unities of place and time more exactly kept; 
than perhaps is requisite in a tragedy ; or, at least; 
than I have since preserved them in the ^^ Conquest 
of Granada.'* 

I have not everywhere observed the equality of 
numbers, in my verse ; partly by reason of my 
haste ; but more especially, because I would not 
have my sense a slave to syllables; 

It is easy to discover, that I have been veiy 
bold 'in my alteration of the story, which of itsi^ 
was too barren for a play ; and th^t I hftve tak^ 
from the church two martyrs, in the persons of 
Porphyrins, and the empress, who sujGTered for the 
Christian faith, under the tyranny of Maximin. 

I have seen a French play, called the •• Martyr- 
dom of St Catharine." But those, who have read 
it, will soon dear me from stealing out of so dull 
an author. I have only borrowed a mistake from 
him, of one Maximin for another ; for finding him 
in the French poet, called the son of a Tbracian 
herdsman, and an Alane woman, I too easily belie- 
ved him to have been the same Maximin mention- 
ed in Herodian. Till afterwards, consulting Eu$0- 
bins and Me.taphrastes, I found the Frenchman had 
betrayed me into an error, when it was too late to 
alter it, by mistaking that first Maximin for a se- 
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Qond, the contemporary of Constantine the Greats 
and one of the usurpers of the eastern empire. 

But neither was the other name of my play more 
fbrtun&te ; for, ^s some, who had heard of a trage- 
dy of St Catharine, imagined I had taken my plot 
m>m thence ; so others, who had heard of another 
piay, called ** L' Amour Tyrannique," with the same 
ijffnorance, accused me to have borrowed my design 
TOta'it, because I have accidentally given my play 
the same title; not having to tnis day seen it, 
smd knowing only by report that such a comedy is 
3x:tant in French, under the name of " Monsieur 
Sender^*** 

As for what I have said of astral or aerial spirits^ 
t is no invention of mine, but taken from those 
prho have Hvritteri on that subject. Whether there 
ire such beings or not, it concerns not me ; it is 
RofScient for my purpose, that many have believed 
lie affirmative ; and that these heroic representa-^ 
ions, which are of the same nature with the epic^ 
vti not limited, but with the extremest bounds of 
«rhat is credible. 

For the little critics, who pleased themselves with 
Junking they have found a flaw in that line of the 
3Tologue, 

And he, who senrilely creeps after sense. 
Is safe, &c* 

18 if I patronized my own nonsense, 5 may reason- 
fcbly suppose they have never read Horace. Serpit 
iumi tutus, &c. are his wotds : He, who creeps after 
plain, dull, common sense, is safe from committing 
ibsurdities ; but can never reach any height, or ex- 
cellence of wit ; and sure I could not mean, that 
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any excellence were to be found in nonsense. With 
the same ignorance, or malice, they would accuse 
me for using — empty arms^ when I write of a ghost 
or shadow ; which has only the appearance of a 
body or limbs, and is empty, or void, of flesh and 
blood ; and vacui^ amplectitur tUnis, was an expres- 
sion of Ovid's on the same subject. Sonie fool be- 
fore them had charged me ih " The Indian Empe- 
ror** with nonsense in these words. 

And follow fate, which does too fast pursue ; 

which was borrowed from Virgil^ in the eleventh of 
his ^neids, 

EludU gyro interiorf sequiturque iequeniem.* 

I quote not these to prove, that I never writ noni 
sense ; but only to shew, that they are so unfortu- 
nate as not to have found it. 

VALE 



. * We may be allowed to suspect that this rcfsemblance wai 
discovered ex post facto. 
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Self-lote^ whichy never rightly understood. 

Makes poets still conclude their plays are good. 

And malice, in all critics, reigns so high, 

That for small errors, they whole plays decry ; 

So that to see this fondness, and that spite. 

You'd think that none but madmen judge or write* 

Therefore our poet, as he thinks not fit 

T' impose upon you what he writes for wit i 

So hopes, that, leaving you your censure free; 

You equal judges of the whole should be : 

They judge but half, who only faults will see. 

Poets, like lovers, should be bold and dare. 

They spoil their business with an over-care ; 

And he, who servilely creeps after i^nse. 

Is safe, but ne'er will reach an excellence^ 

Hence 'tis, our poet, in his conjuring. 

Allowed his fancy the full scope and swings 

But when a tyrant for his theme he had. 

He loosed the reins, and bid his muse run mad : 

And though he stumbles in a full careeri 

Yet rashness is a better fault than fear. 

He saw his way ; but in so swift a pace. 

To chuse the ground might be to lose the race. - 

They then, who of each trip the advantage take. 

Find but those faults, whicn they want wit to make. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— A Camp, or Pavilion Royal. 

Enter Maximin, Charinus, Placidius, Albi- 
Kus, Valerius, Apollonius, and Guards. 

« 

Max. Thus far my arms have with success been 
crown'd. 
And found no stop, or vanquished what they found. 
The German lakes my legions have o'erpast. 
With all the bars which aij or nature cast : 
My foes, in watery fastnesses inclosed, 
I fought alone, to their whole war exposed ; 
Did fost the depth of trembling marshes sound. 
And fix'd my eagles in unfaithful ground ; 
By force submitted to the Roman sway 
Fierce nations, and unknowing to obey ; 
And now, for my reward, ungrateful Rome,. 
For which I fought abroad, rebels at home. 

^/J. Yet *tis their fear which does this war main^ 
tain; 
They cannot brook a martial monarch's reign. 
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Your valour would their sloth too much accuse ; 
And therefore, like themselves they princes chuse. 

Plac. Two tame gown'd princes, who at ease de- 
bate. 
In lazy chairs, the business of the state ; 
Who reign but while the people they can please, 
And only know the little arts of peace. 

Char. In fields they dare not fight^ where honour 
calls; 
But breathe a faint defiance from their walls. 
The very noise of war their souls does wound; 
They quake, but hearing their own trumpets sound. 

V<£ An easy summons but for form they mit, 
And to your fame will open wide the gate. 

Plac. I wish our fame that swift success may find ; 
But conquests, sir, are easily designed. 
However soft within themselves they are. 
To you they will be valiant by despair : 
.For, having once been guilty, well they know, 
To a revengeful prince they still are so. 

Alb. 'Tis true, that, since the senate's succours 
came. 
They grow more bold. 

Max. That senate's but a name : 
Or they are pageant princes which they make ; 
That power they give away, they would partatke. 
Two equal powers two different ways will draw. 
While each may check, and give the other law. 
True, they secure propriety and peace ; 
But are not fit an empire to increase. 
When they should aid their prince, the slaves dis- 
pute; 
And fear success should make him absolute. 
They let foes conquer, to secure the state. 
And lend a sword, whose ed^e themselves rebate. 

Char. When to increase uie gods you late are 
gone, 
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ril swiftly chuse to die, or reign alone : 
But these half kings our courage cannot fright ; 
The thrifty state will bargain ere they fight : 
Give just so much for every victory, 
And rather lose a fight than overbuy. 

Max. Since all delays are dangerous in war. 
Your men, Albinus, for assault prepare ; 
Crispinus and Meniphilis, I hear. 
Two consulars, these Aquileians cheer ; 
By whom they may, if we protract the time. 
Be taught the courage to defend their crime. 

Plac. Put off the assault but only for this day : 
No loss can come by such a small delay. 

Char. We are not sure to-morrow will be ours : 
Wars have, like love, their favourable hours. 
liCt us use all ; for, if we lose one day, 
Thaf white one in the crowd may slip away. 

Max. Fate's dark recesses we can never find ; 
But fortune, at some hours, to all is kind : 
The lucky have whole days, which still they chuse ; 
The unlucky have but hours, and those they lose. 

Plac. I have consulted one, who reads heaven's 
doom. 
And sees, as present, things which are to come. 
*Tis that Nigrinus, made by your command 
A tribune in the new Pannonian band. 
Him have I seen (on Ister's banks he stood. 
Where last we winter'd,) bind the headlong flood 
In sudden ice ; and, where most swift it flows. 
In crystal nets the wondering fishes close ; 
Then, with a moment's thaw, the streams enlarge. 
And from the mesh the twinkling guests discharge. 
In a deep vale, or near some ruin'd wall, 
He would the ghosts of slaughtered soldiers, call ; 
Who slow to wounded bodies did repair. 
And, loth to enter, shiver'd in the air ; 

14 
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These his dread wand did to short life compel, 
And forced the fates of battles to foretel. 

Majc. Tis wonderous strange ! But, good Plad- 
diusy say, 
"Wliat prophecies Nigrinus of this day ? 

Plac. In a lone tent, all hung with black, I saw, 
Where in a square he did a circle draw ; 
Four angles, made by that circumference. 
Bore holy words inscribed, of mystic sense. 
When first a hollow wind began to blow. 
The sky grew black, and bellied down more low ; 
Around Uie fields did nimble lightning play. 
Which offered us by fits, and snatch'd the day. 
'JMidst this was heard the shrill and tender cry 
Of weU-pleased ghosts, which in the storm did fly ; 
Danced to and fro, and skimm'd along the ground, 
Till to the magic circle they were bound. 
They coursing it, while we were fenced within, 
We saw this dreadful scene of fate begin. 

Char. Speak without fear ; what did the vision 
shew ? 

PUic. A curtain, drawn, presented to our view 
A town besieged ; and on the neighbouring plain 
Lay heaps of visionary soldiers slain. 
A rising mist obscured the gloomy head 
Of one, who, in imperial robes, lay dead. 
Near this, in fetters, stood a virgin crown'd. 
Whom many Cupids strove in vain to wound. 
A voice, — To-THorrow, still TiMnorraw rung ; 
Another, — lo, lo Paan sung. 

Char. Visions and oracles still doubtful are. 
And ne'er expounded till the event of war. 
The gods' foreknowledge on our swords wiU wait 
If we fight well, they must foreshow good fiite. 
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To them a Centurion. 

Cent. A rising dust, which troubles all the air. 
And this way travels, shews some army near. 
Char. I hear the sound of trumpets from afar. 

lExit Albinus. 
Max. It seems the voice of triumph, not of war. 

To them Albinus again. 

Alb. Health and success our emperor attends. 
The forces, marching on the plain, are friends. 
Porphyrius, whom you Egypt's praetor made. 
Is come from Alexandria to your aid. 

Maw. It well becomes the conduct and the care 
Of one so famed and fortunate in war. 
You must rgsign, Placidius, your command ; 
To him I promised the praetorian band. 
Your duty in your swift compliance show ; 
I will provide some other charge for you. 

IVac May Caesar's pleasure ever be obey'd. 
With that submission, which by me is paid. — 
Now all the curses envy ever knew. 
Or could invent, Porphyrius pursue ! [^Aside. 

Alb. Placidius does too tamely bear his loss ; 

[To Chabinus. 
This new pretender will all power engross. 
All things must now by his direction move. 
And you, sir, must resign your father's love. 

Ckar. Yes ; every name to his repute must bow ; 
There grow no bays for any other fcrow. 
He blasts my early honour in the bud, 
Like some tall tree, the monster of the wood ; 
C^jershadowing all which under him would grow. 
He sheds his venom on the plants below. 

Alb. You must some noble action undertake. 
Equal with his your own renown to make. 

14 
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Char. I am npt for a slothful envy bom ; 
ril do't this day, in the dire vision's scorn. 
He oomes. We two like the twin stars appear; 
Never to shine together in one sphere. 

lExeunt Chab. and Albikus. 

Enter Forphyrius attended. 

Mao:. Porphyrius, welcome; welcome as the light 
To cheerful birds, or as to lovers night ; 
Welcome as what thou bring'st me, victory ! 

Por. That waits, sir, on your arms, and not on mei 
You left a conquest more than half achieved^ 
And for whose easiness I almost grieved. 
Yours only the Egyptian laurels are ; 
I bring you but the relics of your war. 
The Christian princess, to receive you{ doom. 
Is from her conquered Alexandria come ; 
Her mother, in another vessel sent, 
A storm surprised, nor know I the event. 
Both from your bounty must receive their state, 
Or must on your triumphant chariot wait. 

Max. From me they can expect no grace, whose 
minds 
An execrable superstition blinds. 

Apol. The gods, who raised you to the world's 
command. 
Require these victims from your grateful hand. 

Por. To minds resolved, the threats of death are 
vain; 
They run to fires, and there enjoy their pain ; 
Not Mucius made more haste his hand to expose 
To greedy flames, than their whole bodies those. 

Max. How to their own destruction they are 
blind ! 
Zeal is the pious madness of the mind. 

Por. They all our famed philosophers defy:» 
And would our faith by force of reason tiy. 
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ApoL I beg it, sir, by all the powers divine. 
That in their right this combat may be mine. 
. Maop. It shall ; and fifty doctors of our laws 
Be added to you, to maintain the cause. 

Enter Beeenice, the Empress; Valeria, daughr 
ter to the Emperor^ and Eiiotion. 

Tlm^ The empress and your daughter, sir, are 
here, 
. Pw. Whatdangersin those charming eyesappear ! 

\IjOoldng on the Empress. 
How my old wounds are open'd at this view. 
And in my murderer's presence bleed anew ! 

Max. I did expect your coming, to partake 

[To the Ladies. 
The general gladness which my triumphs make. 
You did Porphyrins as a courtier know ; 
But as a conqueror behold him now. 
: JBer. You know (I read it in your blushing face), 

[ToPoR. 
To merit, better than receive a grace. 
And I know better, silently to own. 
Than with vain words to pay your service done. 

Por. Princes, like gods, reward ere we deserve ; 

[Kneeling to kiss her hand. 
And pay us, in permitting us to serve. 
O might I still grow here, and never move ! [Lower. 

JBer. How dangerous are these ecstacies of love ! 
He shews his passion to a thousand eyes ; 
He cannot stir, nor can I bid him rise. 
That word my heart refuses to my tongue ! [Aside. 

Max. Madam,you let theGeneral kneel too long. 

Por. Too long ! as if eternity were so. [Aside. 

JBer. Rise, good Porphyrins — since it must be so. 

[Aside. 
. Par. like hermits from a vision I retire, [Eising. 
With eyes too weak to see what I admire. [Aside. 
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Vcd. The empress knows your worth ; but, or, 
there be 
[ 7b FoRFH YRins, who kUies her hand. 
Those who can value it as high as she. 
And 'tis but just (since in my father's cause 
You fought) your valour should have my applause. 

Pktc. O jealousy, how art thou eagle-eyed ! 
She loves ; and would her love in praises hide. 
How am I bound this rival to pursue. 
Who ravishes my love and fortune too ! [Amde, 

[A dead march within, and trumpdi. 
Max. Somewhat of mournful, sure, my eats does 
wound ; 
Like the hoarse murmurs of a tnimpetf s SGimd, 
And drums unbraced, with soldiers' broken cries. 

iEinter Albinus. 

Albinus, whence proceeds this dismal noise ? 
Alb. Too soon you'll know what I want words 

to tell. 
Max. How feres my son ? Is my CharinuB wdl? 
Not answer me ! Oh my ^prophetic fear ! 
Alh, How can I speak, or how, sir, can you 

hear? 

Imagine that which you would most deplore. 
And that, which I would speak, is i1^ or more. 

Max. Thy mournful message in thy looks I read. 
Is he (oh that I live to ask it !) dead ? 

Alh. Sir 

Max. Stay ; if thou speak'st that word, thou 
speak'st thy last. 
Some God now, if he dares, relate what's past* 
Say but he's dead, that God shall mortal be. 
Alh. Then, what I dare not speak, look back and 
see. [Chaeinus home in dead hy soldiers. 
Max. See nothing, eyes, henceforth,, but d^th 
and woe ; 
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You've done me the worst office you can do. 
You've shewn me destiny's preposterous crime ; 
An unripe fate, disclosed ere nature's time. 

TIm. Assuage, great prince, your passion, lest 
you shew 
There's somewhat in your soul which fate can bow. 

For. Fortime should by your greatness be con- 
troul'd : 
Arm your great mind, and let her take no hold. 

Max. To tame philosophers teach constancy ; 
There is no farther use of it in me. 
Grods ! — ^but why name I you ! 
All that was worth a prayer to you is gone ;— 
I ask not back my virtue, but my son. 

AJh. His too great thirst of fame his ruin brought; 
Though, 3ir, beyond all butnan force he fought. 

Plac. This was my vision of this fatal day ! 

Alb. With a fierce haste he led our troops the 
way. 
While fiery showers of sulphur on him rain'd ; 
Nor left he, till the battlements he gain'd : 
There with a forest of their darts he strove. 
And stood, like Capaneus defying Jove ; 
With* his broad sword the boldest beating down, 
While fate grew pale, lest he should win the town ; 
And tum'd the iron leaves of its dark book 
To make new dooms, or mend what it mistook ; 
Till, sought by many deaths, he sunk, though late. 
And by his fall asserted doubtful fate. 
• Vai. Oh, my dear brother ! whom heaven let us 

see. 
And would not longer sufier him to be ! 

Max. And didst thou not a death with honour 
chuse, [ To Alb. 

But impudently liv'st to bring this news ? 
After his loss how did'st thou dare to breathe ? 
But thy base ghost shall follow him in death. 
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A decimation I will strictly make 

Of all, who my Charinus cud forsake ; 

And of each legion^ each centmion 

Shall die : Pladdius, see my pleasure done. 

For. Sir, you will lose by this severity. 
Your soldiers' hearts. 

Max. Why, they take pay to die. 

For. Then spare Albinus only. 

Mctx. I consent 
To leave his life to be his punishment. 
Discharged from trust, branded with infamy. 
Let him live on, till he ask leave to die. 

Ber. Let n^e petition for him. 

Max. I have said ; 
And will not be entreated, but obey'd^ 
Hut, empress, whence does your compassion grow ? 

Ber. You need not ask it, since my birth you 
know. 
The race of Antonines was named the Grood : 
I draw my pity from my royal blood. 

Max. Still must I be upbraided with your line? 
I know you speak it in contempt of mine. 
But your late brother did not prize me less^ 
Because I could not boast of images ; 
And the Grods own me more, when they decreed, 
A Thracian shepherd should your line succeed. 

Ber. The Gods ! O do not name the powers di- 
vine. 
They never mingled their decrees with thine. 
My brother gave me to thee for a wife. 
And for my dowry thou didst take his life. 

Max. The Grods by many victories have shewD, 
That they my merits and his death did own. 

Ber. Yes, they have own'd it ; witness this just 
day. 
When they begin thy mischiefs to repay. 
See the reward of all thy wicked care 
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Before thee ; tliy succession ended thete. 
Yet, but in part my brother's ghost is pleased ; 
Restless till all the groaning world be eased. 
For me, no other happiness I own. 
Than to have borne no issue to thy throne. 

Max. Provoke my rage no farther, lest I be 
Revenged at once upon the gods and thee. 

Par. What horrid tortures seize my labouring 
mind, 
O, only excellent of all thy kind. 
To hear thee threatened, while I idle stand ! 
Heaven ! was I born to fear a tyrant's hand ? [^Aside. 

Max. to JBer. Hence from my sight ! — thy blood, 
If thou dost stay 

Ber. Tyrant ! too well to that thoti know'st the 
way* IGoing. 

For. iiCt baser souls from falling fortunes fly : 
rU pay my duty to her, though I die. 

[^Exitf leading her. 

Max. What made Porphyrins so officious be ? 
The action looked as done in scorn of rtie. 

Val. It did, indeed, some little freedopa show ; 
But somewhat to his services you owe. 

Ma>x. Yet if I thought it his presumption were— - 

Pkue. Perhaps he did not your displeasure hean 

Max. My anger was too loud, not to be heard. 

PIm. I'm loth to think he did it not regard. 

Max. How, not regard ! 

Vol. PlacidiuS) you foment. 
On too light grounds, my father's discontent. 
But when an action does two fa^jes wear, 
•Tis justice to believe what is most fair. 
I think, that, knowing what respect there rests 
For her late brother in the soldiers' breasts. 
He went to serve the emperor ; and design'd 
Only to calm the tempest in her mind, 
Lest ^me sedition in the camp should rise. 
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Max. I eYer thought him loyal as he's wise. 
Since therefore all the Gods their spite have shown 
To rob my age of a successive throne ; 
And you who now remain. 
The only issue of my former bed. 
In empire cannot, by your sex, succeed ; 
To bind Porphyrins firmly to the state, 
I will this day my Csesar him create ; . 
And, daughter, I will give him you for wife. 

Vol. O day, the best and happiest of my life ! 

Plae. O day, the most accurst I ever knew ! 

[Aside. 

Max. See to my son performed each funeral 
due. 
Then to the toils of war we will return. 
And make our enemies our losses mourn. [Exeunt. 



ACT IL 
SCENE II.— The Bw/al Camp. 

m 

Enter Bebenice and Poephykius. 

Ber. Porphyrins, you- too far did tempt your fete, 
In owning her the emperor does hate. 
*Tis true, your duty to me it became ; 
But, praising that, I must your conduct blame. 

Par. Not to have own*d my zeal at such a time. 
Were to sin higher than your tyrant's crime. 

Ser. 'Twas too much, my disgrace to accompany; 
A silent wish had been enough for me. 

Por. Wishes are aids faint servants, may supply, 
Who ask heaven for you what themselves deny. 
Could I do less than my respect to pay. 
Where I before had given my heart away ? 

Ber. You fail in that respect you seem to bear. 
When you speak words unfit for me to hear. 
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Par. Yet you did once accept those vows I paid. 

Jier. Those vows were then to Berenice made ; 
But cannot now be heard without a sin. 
When offered to the wife of Maximin. 

Par. Has, then, the change of fortune changed 
your will ? 
Ah ! why are you not Berenice still ? 
To Maximin you once declared your hate ; 
Your marriage was a sacrifice to th* state : 
Your brother made it to secure his throne. 
Which this man made a step to mount it on. 

Ber. Whatever Maximin has been, or is, 
I am to bear, since heaven has made me his ; 
For wives, who must themselves of power divest. 
When they love blindly, for their peace love best. 

Por, If mutual love be vow'd when faith you 
plight. 
Then he, who forfeits first, has lost his right. 

Ber. Husbands a forfeiture of love^may make ; 
But what avails the forfeit none can take ? 
As, in a general wreck, 
The pirate sinks with his ill-gotten gains. 
And nothing to another's use remains. 
So, by his loss, no gain to you can fall : 
The sea and vast destruction swallows all. 

Por. Yet he, who from the shore the wreck 
descries, 
May lawfully enrich him with the prize. 

Ber. Who sees the wreck, can yet no title plead, 
Till he be sure the owner first is dead. 

Por. If that be all the claim I want to love. 
This pirate of your heart I'll soon remove, 
And, at one stroke, the world and you set free. 

Ber. Leave to the care of heaven that world and 
me. 

Por. Heaven as its instrument my courage sends. 

VOL. m. 2 A 
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Ber. Heaven ne'er sent those who fight for pri- 
vate ends. 
We both are bound by trust, and must be true ; 
I to his bed, and to his empire you. 
For he who to the bad betrays his trust. 
Though he does good, becomes himself unjust. 

For. When Brutus did fi-om Caesar Rome redeem, 
The act was good. 

Ber. But was not good in him. 
You see the Gk)ds adjudged it parricide. 
By dooming the event on Caesar's side. 
'Tis virtue not to be obliged at all ; 
Or not conspire our benefactor's fall. 

For. You doom me then to suffer all this iU, 
And yet 1 doom myself to love you still. 

Ber. Dare not Porphyrius suffer then with me, 
Since what for him, I for myself decree ? 

For. How can 1 bear those griefs you disapprove ? 

Ber. To ease them, I'll permit you still to love. 

For. That will but haste my death, if you think 
fit 
Not to reward, but barely to permit. 
Love without hope does like a torture wound. 
Which makes me reach in pain, to touch the ground. 

Ber. If hope, then, to your life so needful be, 
Hope still. 

For. Blest news ! 

Ber. But hope in heaven, not me. 

For. Love is too noble such deceits to use : 
Referring me to heaven, your gift I lose. 
So princes cheaply may our wants supply. 
When they give that, their treasurers deny. 

Ber. Love blinds my virtue : — If I longer stay 
It will grow dark, and I shall lose my way. 

For. One kiss from this fair hand can be no sin ;— 
I ask not that you gave to Maximin. 
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In full reward of all the pains I've past, 
Give me but one. 

J?en Then let it be your last 

Par. 'Tisgone! 
Like soldiers prodigal of their arrears. 
One minute spends the pay of many years. 
Xiet but one more be added to the sum, 
And pay at once for all my pains to come. 

Ber. Unthrifts will starve, if we before-hand 
give : [PuUing hack her hand. 

rU see you shall have just enough to live. 

Enter Ebotion. 

Ero. Madam, the emperor is drawing near ; 
And comes, they say, to seek Porphyrins here. 

Ber. Alas! 

For. I will not ask what he intends : 
My life, or death, alone on you depends. 

Ber. I must withdraw ; but must not let him 
know [^Aside, 

How hard the precepts of my virtue grow ! 
But whate'er fortune is for me design'd. 
Sweet heaven, be still to brave Porphyrins kind ! 

[^Exit with Erotion. 

Par.^ She'a gone unkindly, and refused to cast 
One glance to feed me for so long a fast. 

Enter Maximin, Placidius, and Guards. 

Max. Porphyrins, since the Gods have ravish'd 
one, 
I come in you to seek another son. 
Succeed him then in my imperial state ; 
Succeed in all, but his untimely fate. 
If I adopt you with no better grace, 
Pardon a father's tears upon my face, 
And give them to Charinus' memory : 
May they not prove as ominous to thee ! 
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Par. With what misfortunes heaven torments me 
stiU! 
Why must I be obliged to one so ill ? [Aside. 
Mdx. Those offers which I made you, sir, were 
such. 
No private man should need to balance mudi. 
Por. Who durst his thoughts to such ambition 
lift ? [Kneeling. 

The' greatness of it made me doubt tbe gift* 
The distance was so Irast, that to my view 
It made the object seem at first untrue ; 
And now 'tis near, the sudden excellence 
Strikes through, and flashes on my tender sense. 
Max. Yet lieaven and earth, which so remote 
appear, [Raising hiw^. 

Are by the air, which flows betwixt them, near ; 
And 'twixt us two my daughter be the chain. 
One end with me, and one with you remain* 
P&r. You press me down with such a glcMous 
fate, [KneeKnff again. 

I cannot rise against thp mighty weight. 
Permit I may retire some little space. 
And gather strength to bear so great a grace. 

[Exit hawing. 
Plac. How love and fortune lavishly contend, 
Which should Porphyrius' wishes most befriend f 
The mid-stream's his ; I, creeping by the side, 
Am shoulder'd off by his impetuous tide. \^Aside. 

jSnter Valerius hastily. 

Vol. I hope my business may my haste excuse ; 
For, sir, I bring you most surprising news. 
The Christian princess in her tent confers 
With fifty of our leam'd philosophers ; 
Whom with such eloquence she does persuade. 
That they are captives to her reasons made. 
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I left them yielding up their vanquished cause. 
And all the soldiers shouting her applause ; 
I?ven ApoUonius does but faintly speak, 
Whose voice the murmurs of the assistants break. 

Max. Condu42t this captive Christian to my tent ; 
She shall be brought to speedy punishment. 
I must in time some remedy provide, [Exit Val 
Lest this contagious error spread too wide. 

Plac. To infected zeal you must no mercy shew ; 
For, from religion all rebellions grow. 

JUTflwr. Thesillycrowd,byfactiousteachersbrought 
To think that faith untrue, their youth was taught, 
Kun on in new opinions, blindly bold, 
Neglect, contemn, and then assault the old. 
The infectious madness seizes every part. 
And from the head distils upon the heart. 
And first they think their prince's faith not true. 
And then proceed to offer him a new ; 
Which if refused, all duty from them cast. 
To their new faith they make new kings at last. 

Plac. Those ills by mal-contents are often wrought. 
That by their prince their duty may be bought. 
They head those holy factions which they hate, 
To sell their duty at a dearer rate. 
But, air, the tribune is already here. 
With your fair captive. 

Mcuc. Bid them both appear 

Enter St Catharine, Valerius, Apollomus, 

and Guards. 

See where she comes, with that high air and mien. 
Which marks, in bonds, the greatness of a queen. 
What pitv 'tis ! — but I no charms must see 

In her, who to our gods is enemy. 

Fair foe of heaven, whence comes this haughty 
pride, [ To her. 
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Or, is it phrenzy does ydur mind miisguide 
To scorn our worship, and new gods to find ? 

S. Cath. Nor pride, nor phrenzy, but a settled 
mind. 
Enlightened from above, my way does mark. 

Max. Though heaven be clear, the way to it is 
dark. 

S. Cath. But where our reason with oiir fidth 
does go. 
We're both above enlighten'd, and below. 
But reason with your fond religion fights. 
For many gods are many infinites : 
This to the first philosophers was known. 
Who, under various names, adored but one ; 
Though your vain poets, after, did mistake. 
Who every attribute a god did make ; 
And so obscene their ceremonies be. 
As good men loath, and Cato blush'd to see. 

Ma^x. War is my province ! — Priest, why stand 
you mute ? 
You gain by heaven, and, therefore, should dispute. 

ApoL In all religions, as in ours, there are 
Some solid truths, and some things popular. 
The popular in pleasing fables lie ; 
The truths, in precepts of morality. 
And these to human life are of that use. 
That no religion can such rules produce. 

S. Cath. Then let the whole dispute concluded be 
Betwixt these rules, and Christianity. 

Apol. And what more noble can your doctrine 
preach. 
Than virtue, which philosophy does teach ? 
To keep the passions in severest awe. 
To live to reason, nature's greatest laW ; 
To follow virtue, as its own reward ; 
And good and ill, as things without regard. 
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S, Cath. Yet few could follow those strict rules 
they gave : 
For human life will human frailties have ; 
And love of virtue is but barren praise. 
Airy as fame ; nor strong enough to raise 
The actions of the soul above the sense. 
Virtue grows cold without a recompence. 
We virtuous acts as duty do regard ; 
Yet are permitted to expect reward. 

Apol. By how much more your faith reward as- 
sures. 
So much more frank our virtue is than yours. 

S. Cath. Blind men ! you seek e'en those rewards 
you blame : 
But ours are solid ; yours an empty name. 
Either to open praise your acts you guide, 
Or else reward yourselves with secret pride. 

Apd. Yet still our moral virtues you obey ; 
Ours are the precepts, though applied your way. 

S. Cath. 'Tis t?ue, your virtues are the same we 
teach ; 
But in our practice they much higher reach. 
You but forbid to take another's due. 
But we forbid even to desire it too. 
Revenge of injuries you virtue call ; 
But we fOTgiveness of our wrongs extol : 
Immodest deeds you hinder to be wrought, 
But we prescribe the least immodest thought. 
So much your virtues are in ours refined. 
That yours but reach the action, ours the mind. 

Ma^. Answer, in short, to what you heard her 
speak. \To Apol. 

Apol. Whare truth prevails, all argumehts are 
weak. 
To that convincing power I must give place ; 
And with that truth that faith I will embrace. 
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Maa. O traitor to our gods — ^but more to me ! 
Dar'st thou of any faith but of thy prince's be ? 
But sure thou rav'st ; thy foolish error find i 
Cast up the poison that infects thy mind^ 
And shun the torments thou art sure to feel. 

Apol. Nor fire, nor torture, nor revenging steel 
Can on my soul the least impression make. 
How gladly, truth, I suffer for thy sake ! 
Once I was ignorant of what was so ; 
But never can abandon truth I know. 
My martyrdom I to thy crown prefer ; 
Truth is a cause for a philosopher. 

S. Cath. Lose not that courage which heaven 
does inspire ; [To Apol. 

But fearless go to be baptised in fire. 
Think 'tis a triumph, not a danger near ; 
Give him your blood ; but give him not a tear. 
G}o, and prepare my seat ; and hovering be 
!^^r that bright space, which is reserved for me. 

Mdx. Hence with the traitor ; bear him to his 
fate. 

Apol. Tyrant, I fear thy pity, not thy hate : 
A me eternal I by death obtain. 

Max. Go, carry him where he that life may gain. 

[Exeunt Apol. Val. and Cruards. 

Plac. From this enchantress all these ills are come. 
You are not safe till you pronounce her doom. 
Each hour she lives a legion sweeps away ; 
She'll make your army martyrs in a day. 

Mcuc. 'Tis just This Christian sorceress shall die. 
Would I had never proved her sorcery ! 
Not that her charming tongue this change has bred ; 
I fear 'tis something that her eyes have said. 
I love ; and am ashamed it should be seen. [Aside, 

Plac. Sir, shall she die ? 

Max. Consider, she's a queen. 
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Plac. Those claims in Cleopatra ended were. 

Max. How many Cleopatras live in her ! [Adde. 

Plac. When you condemned her, sir, she was a 
queen. 

Max. No, slave ! she only was a captive then. 

S. Cath. My joyful sentence you defer too long. 

Max. I never knew that life was such a wrong. 
But if you needs will die, — ^it shall be so. 
— ^Yet think it does from your perverseness flow. 
Men say, indeed, that I in blood delight ; 
But you shall find — Chaste, take her from my sight ! 
— For Maximin I have too much confest ; 
And, for a lover, not^nough exprest. 
Absent, I may her martyrdom decree ; 
But one look more will make that martyr me. 

[Exit St Catharine, guarded. 

Plac. What is it, sir, that shakes your mighty 
mind? 

Max. Somewhat lam ashamed that thou shouldst 
find. 

Plac. If it be love, which does your soul pos- 
sess 

Max. Are you my rival, that so soon you guess ? 

Plac. Far, mighty prince, be such a crime from 
me ; [Kneeling. 

Which, with the pride, indudes impiety. 
Could you Torgive it, yet the gods above 
Would never pardon me a Christian love. 

Max. Thou liest. — There^s not a God inhabits 
there. 
But for this Christian would all heaven forswear. 
Even Jove would try more shapes her Ipve to win. 
And in new birds, andunknown beasts, would sin 
At least, if Jove could love like Maximin. 

Plac. A captive, sir, who would a martyr die ? 

Max. She courts not death, but shuns captivity. 
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Great gifts, and greater promises III make : 
And what religion is't, but they can shake ? 
She shall live high ; — Devotion in distress 
Is born, but vanishes in happiness, J[JSxit Max. 
Plac. [^SolusJ] His son forgot, his enopress unap- 
peased — 
How soon the tyrant with new love is seized ! 
Love various minds does variously inspire : 
He stirs, in gentle natures, gentle fire. 
Like that of incense on the altars laid ; 
But raging flames tempestuous souls invade ; 
A fire, which every windy passion blows ; 
With pride it mounts, and with revenge it glows. 
But I accursed, who servilely must move. 
And sooth his passion, for his daughter's love ! 
Small hope, 'tis true, attends my mighty care ; 
But of all passions love does last despair. \^Exit 



ACT IIL 

SCENE l.—The Bot/al Pavilion. 

Enter Maximin, Placidius, Gtiards, and 

Attendants. 
Max. This love, that never could my youth en- 
gage. 
Peeps out his coward head to dare my age. 
Where hast thou been thus long, thou sleeping form, 
That wak'st, like drowsy seamen, in a storm ? 
A suUen hour thou chusest for thy birth. 
My love shoots up in tempests, as the earth 
Is stirr'd and loosen'd in a blust'ring wind. 
Whose blasts to waiting flowers her wottib unbind. 

Plac. Forgive me, if I say your passions are 
So rough, as if in love you would make war- 
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But love is soft 

And with soft beauty tenderly complies ; 
In lips it laughs, and languishes in eyes. 

Max. There, let it laugh ; or, like an infant, 
weep : 
I cannot such a supple passion keep. 
Mine, stiff with age, and stubborn as my arms, 
Walks upright; stoops not to, but meets her charms. 

Plac. Yet fierceness suits not with her gentle 
kind; 
They brave assaults, but may be undermined. 

Max. Till I in those mean arts am better read, 
jCourt thou, and fawn, and flatter in my stead. 

Enter St Catharine. 

She comes ; and now, methinks, I could obey ; 
Her form glides through me, and my heart gives 

way : 
This iron heart, which no impression took 
From wars, melts down, and runs, if she but look. 

[^Exit Maximin. 
PlajC. Madam, I from the emperor am come. 
To applaud your virtue, and reverse your doom. 
He thinks, whatever your religion be. 
This palm is owing to your constancy. 

S. Cath. My constancy from him seeks no re- 
nown ; 
Heaven, that proposed the course, will give the 
crown. 
Pla^. But monarchs are the gods' vicegerents 
here; 
Heaven gives rewards ; but what it gives they bear : 
From heaven to you the Egyptian crown is sent. 
Yet 'tis a prince who does the gift present. 

S. Cath. The deity I serve, had he thought fit. 
Could have preserved my crown unconquer'd yet : 
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But when his secret Providence design'd 
To level that, he levell'd too my mind ; 
Which, by contracting its desires, is taught 
The humble quiet of possessing nought. 

P/ac. To stoics leave a happiness so ntiean : 
Your virtue does deserve a nobler scene. 
You are not for obscurity design'd. 
But, like the sun, must cheer all human kind. 

S. Cath. No happiness can be, where is no rest : 
Th' unknown, untalk'd of man is only blest 
He, as in some safe diff, his cell does keep. 
From whence he views the labours of the deep. 
The gold-fraught vessel, which mad tempests beat, 
He sees now vainly make to his retreat ; 
And when, from far, the tenth wave does appear, 
Shrinks up in silent joy, that he's not there. 

Pktc. You have a pilot who your ship secures ; 
The monarch both of earth and seas is yours ; 
He, who so freely gives a crown away. 
Yet asks no tribute but what you may pay. 
One smile on him a greater wealth bestows. 
Than Egypt yields, when Nilus overflows. 

S. Cath. 1 cannot wholly innocent appear. 
Since I have lived such words as these to hear. 
O heaven, which does of chastity take care 

Plac. Why do you lose an unregarded prayer ? 
If happiness, as you believe, be rest. 
That quiet sure is by the gods possest. 
'Tis greatness to neglect, or not to know. 
The little business of the world below. 

S. Cath. This doctrine well befitted him, who 
thought 
A casual world was from wild atoms wrought 
But such an order in each chance we see, . 
(Chain'd to its cause, as that to its decree^) . 
That none can think a workmanship so rare 
'VV'as built, or kept, without a workman's care. 
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To them Maximin, Attendants^ and Guards, 

Mom. Madam, you from Placidius may have 
heard 
Some news, which will your ^happiness regard ; 
For what a greater happiness can be, 
Than to be courted and be loved by me ? 
The Egyptian crown I to your hands remit ; 
And, with it, take his heart, who offers it. 

[She turns aside. 
Do you my person and my gift contemn ? 

S. Cath. My hopes pursue a brighter diadem. 

Maa. Can any brighter than the Roman be ? 
I find my profFer'd love has cheapen'd me. 
Since you neglect to answer my desires^ 
Ejiow, princess, you shall burn in other fires. 

Why should you urge me to so black a deed ? 
Think all my anger did from love proceed. 

S. Cath. Nor threats nor promises my mind can 
move ; 
Your furious anger, nor your impious love. 

Max* The love of you can never impious be ; 
You are so pure — — ^ 

That in the act 'twould change the impiety. 
Heaven would unmake it sin ! 

S. Cath. I take myself from that detested sight. 
To my respect thou hast no longer right. 
Such power in bonds true piety can have, 
That I command, and thou art but a slave. 

[Exit St. Cath. 

Max. To what a height of arrogance she swells ! 
Pride, or ilLnature, still with virtue dwells. 
Her death shall set me free this very hour ; 
— »— But is her death within a lover's power ? 
Wild with my rage, more wild with my desire, 
Like meeting tides — but mine are tides of fire. 
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What petty promise was*t that caused this frown? 

Plac. You heard : — No less than the Egyptian 
crown. 

Max. Throw Egypt's by, and offer, in the stead, 

Offer the crown on Berenice's head. 

I am resolved to double till I win ; 
About it straight, and send Porphyrius in. 

{^Exit Plac. 
We look like eagles towering in the sky ; 
While her high flight still raises mine nnore high. 

To him Porphyrius. 

Por. I come, sir, to expect your great commaiids. 

Max. ftly happiness lies only in thy hands ; 
And, since I have adopted thee my son, 
I'll keep no secret from thy breast unknown. 
Led by the interest of my rising fate, 
I did espouse this empress, whom I hate ; 
And, therefore, with less shame I may dedaiie^ 
That I the fetters of thy captive wear. 

Por. Sir, you amaze me with so strange a love. 

Max. Pity, my son, those flames you disappiove. 
The cause of love can never be assigned ; 
'Tis in no face, but in the lover's mind. 

Por. Yet there are beauties which attract d 
hearts. 
And all mankind lies open to their darts ; 
Whose sovereignty, without dispute, we grant ; 
Such graces, sure your empress does not want 

Max. Beauty has bounds 

And can no more to every heart be so. 
Than any coin through every land can goi 
Some secret grace, which is but so to me^ 
Though not so great, may yet more powerful be. 
All guard themselves when stronger foes invade;^ 
Yet, by the weak, surprises may be made. 
But you, my son, are not to judge, but aid. 
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Por. What is it, sir, you can require of me ? 
Max. I would from Berenice's bonds be free ; 
This yoke of marriage from us both remove, 
Where two are bound to draw, though neither love. 
Por. Neither the gods nor men will give con- 
sent 
To put in practice your unjust intent. 

Max. Both must consent to that which I decree. 
Por. The soldiers love her brother's memory ; 
And for her sake some mutiny will stir. 

Max. Our parting, therefore, shall be sought by 
her. 
Goj bid her sue for a divorce, or die ; 
rU cut the knot, if she will not untie. 
Haste to prepare her, and thyself return ; 
Thy Hymen's torch this day with mine shall bum. 

\^Exit. 
Por. Rather my funeral-torch ; for, though I 
know 
Valeria's fair, and that she loves me too, 
I 'Gainst her my soul is arm'd on every part, 
j Yet there are secret rivets to my heart, 

Where Berenice's charms have found the way ; 
Subtle as lightnings, but more fierce than they. 
H , How shall I this avoid, or gain that love ! 
So near the rock, I to the port must move. 

To him Valeria attended. 

• 

Vcd. Porphyrins, now my joy I may express, 
Nor longer hide the love I must possess. 
Should 1 have staid till marriage made us one. 
You might have thought it was by duty done ; 
But of my heart I now a present make ; 
And give it yoii, ere it be yours to take. 
Accept it as when early fruit I send ; 
And let the rareness the small gift commend. 
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Par. Great monarchs, like your father, often give 
What is above a subject to receive. 
But faithful officers should countermand 
And stop the gift, that passes through their hand; 
And to their prince that mass of wealth restore^ 
Which, lavish'd thus, would make whole nations 
poor. 

Vol. But to this gift a double right you have : 
My father gives but what before 1 gave. 

Par. In vain you such unequal presents make. 
Which I still want capacity to take. 
Such fatal bounty once the Gauls did show ; 
They threw their rings, but threw their targets too. 
Bounty, so placed, does more like ruin look ; 
You pour the ocean on a narrow brook. 

Vol. Yet, if your love before prepares a boat, 
The stream, so pour'd, drowns not, but makes it 
float. 

Par. But when the vessel is on quicksands cast, 
The flowing tide does more the sinking haste. 

Vol. And on what quicksands can your heart be 
thrown ? 
Can you a love besides Valeria's own ? 

Par. If he who at his feet your heart virould lay, 
Be met with first, and robb'd upon the way. 
You may indeed the robber's strength accuse. 
But pardon him who did the present lose. 

Vol. Who is this thief, that does my right pos- 
sess ? 
Name her, and then we of her strength may guess.-*- 
From whence does yonr unwonted silence come? 

Par. She bound and gagg'd me, and has left me 
dumb. 

Vol. But of my wrongs I will aloud complain. 
False man, thou would'st excuse thyself in vain ; 
For thee I did a maiden's blush forsake ; 
And own'd a love thou hast refused to take. 

3 
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Por. Refused it !— like a miser midst his store. 
Who grasps and grasps, till he can hold no more ; 
And when his strength is wanting to his mind. 
Looks back, and sighs on what he left behind. 

Vol. No, I resume that heart thou didst possess ; 
My father shall my injuries redress : 
With me thou losest his imperial crown. 
And speedy death attends up<m his frown. 

Par. You may revenge your wrongs a nobler 
way ; 
Command my death, and I will soon obey. 

Vol. No, live ! for on thy life my cure depends ; 
In debtors' deaths all obligation ends. 
*Twill be some ease ungrateful thee to call ; 
And, bankrupt-like, say, trusting him, lost all. 

Por. Upbraided tlius, what generous man would 
live ! 
But fortune will revenge what you forgive. 
When I refuse, (as in few hours I must) 
This offer'd grace, your father will be just. 

Val. Be just ! say rather he will cruel prove. 
To kill that only person I can love. 

Yet so it is !- 

Your interest in the army is so high. 

That he must make you his, or you must die. — 

It is resolved ! whoe'er my rival be, 

{Aside^ itfler a pause. 
I'll shew that I deserve him more than she ; 
And if, at last, he does ungrateful prove. 
My constancy itself rewards my love. \^Exit 

Por. She's gone, and, gazing round about, I see 
Nothing but death, or glorious misery ; 
Here empire stands, if I could love displace ; 
There, hopeless love, with more imperial grace ; 
Thus, as a sinking hero, compass'd round. 
Beckons his bravest foe for his last wound, 

VOL. in. 2 B 
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And him into his part of fiime does call, 
111 turn mv face to love, and there 1*11 fall. 

To him Berenice, and Ejiotion. 

Ber. I come, Porphyrius, to congratulate 
This happy change of your exalted fate : 
You to the empire are, I hear, designed ; 
And fair Valeria must the alliance bind.^ 

Par. Would heaven had my succession so decreed, 
That I in all might Maximin succeed ! 
He offers me the imperial crown, 'tis true, 
I would succeed him, but it is in you. 

Ber. In me ! I never did accept your love : 
But you, I see, would handsomely remove ; 
And I can give you leave without a firown : 
I always thought you merited a crown. 

For. I never sought that crown but on your 
brow ; 
But you with such indifference would allow 
My chauTC, that you have kill'd me with that 

breath; 
I feel your scorn cold as the hand of death. 

Ber. You'll come to life in your Valeria's arms. 
'Tis true, I cannot boast of equal charms ; 
Or, if I could, I never did admit 
Your love to me, but only suffered it. 
I am a wife, and can make no return ; 
And 'twere but vain in hopeless fires to bum. 

Por. Unkind ! can you, whom only I adore. 
Set open to your slave the prison-door ? 
You use my heart just as you would affi>rd 
A fatal freedom to some harmless bird. 
Whom, breeding, you ne'er taught to seek its food; 
And now let fly to perish in the wood. 

Ber. Then, if you will love on, and disobey. 
And lose an empire for my sake, you may. 
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Will a kind look from me pay all this score, 
For you well know you must expect no more ? 

Por. All I deserve it will, not all I wish : 
But I will brave the tyrant's rage for this. 
If I refuse, my death miist needs ensue ; 
But you shall see that I dare die for you. 

Ber. Would you, for me, 
A beauty, and an empire too deny ? 
I love you now so well — ^that you shall die. 
Die mine ! 'tis all I can, with honour, give : 
Nor should you die, if after, I would live. 
But when your marriage and your death I view. 
That makes you false, but this will keep you true. 

Por. Unbind thy brows, and look abroad to see, 
O mighty Love, thy mightiest victory ! 

Ber. And yet is there no other Way to try ? 

TTis hard to say I love, and let you die, 

Por. Yes, there remains some help which you 
might give. 
If you, as I would die for love, would live. 

Ber. If death for love be sweet, sure life is more : 
Teach me the means your safety to restore. 

Por. Your tyrant the Egyptian princess loves ; 
And to that height his swelling passion moves. 
That, fearing in your death the soldiers' force. 
He from your bed does study a divorce. 

Ber. The Egyptian princess I disputing heard. 
And as a miracle her mind regard. 
But yet I wish that this divorce be true. 

[Gives Iter hand. 
Por. 'Tis, madam, but it must be sought by you. 
By this he will all mutinies prevent ; 
And this as well secures your own content. 

Ber. I hate this tyrant, and his bed I loath ; 
But, once submitting, I am tied to both ; 
Tied to that honour, which all women owe, 
Though not their husband's person, yet their vow. 
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Something so sacred in liiat bond tii^re i$. 
That none should think there oould be 8i!^ht amin, 
And if there be, we should in silence hide 
Those faults, which blame our choioey when they 
are spied. 

Por. But, since to all the wo|id lua crimes «e 
known. 
And by himself the civil war's begun. 
Would you the advantage of the fight delay. 
If, striking first, vou were to win the day ? 

Ber. I would, Uke Jews upon their sabbath, fill ; 
And, rather than strike first, npt strike at alL 

Por. Against yourself you sadly prophe<^% 
You either this divorce must seek, or die. 

JBer. Then death fix>m all my gri^ shall set me 
fi-ee. 

Por. And would you rather chuse your deaA; 
than me ? 

JBer. My earthly part, 
Whidi is my tyrant's right, death will remove ; 
rU come all soul and spirit to your love. 
With silent steps Til follow you all day. 
Or else before you, in the sun-beams, ^ay. 
ril lead you thence to mdancholy groves^ 
And there repeat the scries c^ our past loves. 
At night, I will within your curtains pe^ ; 
With empty arms embrace you wbSie you sleep. 
In gentle dreams I often wiJl be by. 
And sweep along before yoat closing eye. 
All dangers firom your bed I will remove ; 
But guard it most from any future love. 
And when, at last, in pity, you will difs, 
I'll watch your birth of immcni»lity : 
Then, turtle4ike, I'll to my mate rqiair^ 
And teach you your first night in open air. 

{^Exk Bebekice &nd £batioK. 
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For. She has but done what honour did fequire ; 
Nor can I bkiffie that Iove» which I admire. 
But then her death ! 

I'll stand betwixt, it first shall pierce my heart ; 
We will be stuck together on his dart 
But yet the danger not so high does grow ; 
I'll charge death first, perhf^s repulse him too. 
But if^ o'erpower'd, I must be overcome, 
£Weed ba^ 111 fight each inch into my tomb. 

\Exit. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L^^An Indian cave. 

Enter Placidius and Nigrinus. Nigrinus, wiih 
two drawn swords, held upwards in his hands. 

Plac. All other means have fail'd to move heat 
heart; • 

Our last resource is, therefore, to your art. 
. iV^. 0£ Mrars, and bloodshed, and of dire events^ 
Of fittes, and fighting kings, Uidr instruments^ 
I could with greater certamty foretell ; 
Ijove only does in doubts and diEU'kness dwelL 
For, like a wind, it in no quarter stayv ;. 
But p(nnts and veers each hour a thousand ways. 
On women love depends, and they on will ; 
Chance turns their orb, while destiny sits stiU. 

Plac. Leave nothing unattempted in yoiu: power. 
Remember you oblige an emperor. 

JVig. An earthy fiend by compact me obeys ; 
But him to light intents I must not raise. 
Some astral forms I must invokeby prayer^ 
Framed all of purest atoms of the air ; 
Not in their natuoesK simply good or iU ; . 
But most subservient to bad spirits' wilL 
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Nakar of these does lead the mighty band. 

For eighty legions move at his command. 

Gentle to all, but, far above the rest. 

Mild Nakar loves his soft Damilcar best. 

In airy chariots they together ride. 

And sip the dew as through the clouds they glide; 

These are the spirits, which in love have power. 

Plac. Haste, and invoke them in a happy hour. 

A^i^. And so it proves: For, counting seven 
from noon, 
'Tis Venus' hour, and in the waxing moon. 
With chalk I first describe a circle here. 
Where these ethereal spirits must appear. 
Come in, come in ; for here they will be strait : 
Around, around, the place I fumigate : 
My fumigation is to Venus just : 
The souls of roses, and red coral's dust ; 
A lump of Sperma Ceti ; and to these 
The stalks and chips of Lignum Aloes ; 
And, Ihst, to make my fumigation good, 
'Tis mixt with sparrows' brains, and pigeons' blood. 

[NiGRiNUS takes up the swords. 
They come, they come^ they com^ \ I hear them 
now. 

PIojc a death-like damp sits cold upon my brow, 
And misty vapours swim before my sight. 

Nig. They come not in a shape to cause your 
fright. 

Nakar and Damilcab descend in douds, 

and sing. 

Nakar. Harky my DainUcar^ we are caU^d. behw ! 

Dam. Let us go, let us go ! 
Go to relieve the care 
Of longing lovers in despair ! 

Nakar. Merry ^ merry ^ merry ^ we sailjinxn At 
easty 
Half tippled at a rain-how feast. 
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Dam. In the bright moon-shines while winds whis- 
tle loud, 
Tivy, tivy, tivy, we mount and we fly. 
All r€ichi7ig along in a downy white cloud: 
And lest our leap from the sky should prove too Jar, 
We slide on the hack of a new falling star. 

Nakar. And dropjrom above 
In a jelly of love! 

Dam. But now the sun's down, and the elements 
red. 
The spirits of fire dgainst us make head! 
Nafear, They muster, they muster, like gnats in 
the air : 
Alas ! I mu^st leave thee, my fair ; 
And to my light horse-men repair. 
Dam. O stay, for you need not to fear them ta^ 
night ; 
The wind is for us, and blows fuU in their sight : 
And o'er the wide ocean we fight ! 
lake leaves in the autumn our foes wUlfall down ; 
And hiss in the water. 

Both. And hiss in the water, and drown ! 
Nakar. But their men lie securely intrenched in a 
cloud. 
And a trumpeterJiomet to hatHe sounds Umd. 

Dam. Now Tnortals that spy 
How we tilt in the sky. 
With wonder willgaxe ; 

And fear such events as will ne'er come to pass. 
Nakar* Stay you to perform what the men wiU 

have done. 
Dam. Then call me again when the battle is won. 
Both. So ready and quick is a spirit of air 
To pity the lover, and succour the fair, 
Tkat, silent and swift, the little soft God 
Is here with a wish, and is gone tvith a nod. 
[The clouds part, Nakar flies up, and Damilcar 

down. 
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Et>€n the tears they shed alone. 
Cure, like trickling halm, their smart 

Lovers when they lose their breath. 

Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and time with reverence use^ 
Treat them like a parting Jiriend^ 
Nor the golden g^s refuse. 
Which in youth sincere they send. 
For each year their price is more^ 
And they less simple than before. 

Love, Wee springMdes full and higk^ 

Swells in every youthful vein ; 

But each tide does less supply, 

TiU they quite shrink in again. 
If a flow in age appear, 
' Tis hut rain, and runs not clear. 

At the end of the Song a Dance of Spirits^ After 
which AmariiIjl., the Guardian-Angel 6f.St Ca- 
THAKINE, descends to soft music, tvith a flaming 
sword. T%e spirits Crawl off the stage amassedly, 
and Damilcar runs to a comer qfzt 

Amar. From the bright empire of eternal day. 
Where waiting minds for heaven's commission stay» 
Amariel flies. A darted mandate came 
From that Great Will which moves this mighty 

frame ; 
Bid me to thee, my royal charge, repair. 
To guard thee from the daemons of the air ; 
My flaming sword above them to display, 
(All keen, and ground upon the edge of day ;) 
The flat to sweep the visions from thy mind. 
The edge to cut them through that stay behind. — 
Vain spirits, you, that, shunning heaven's high noon. 
Swarm here beneath the concave of the moon. 
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What folly, or what rage, your duty blinds. 
To violate the sleep of holy minds ? * 

Hence, to the task assign'd you here below ! 
Upon the ocean make loud tempests blow ; 
Into the wombs of hollow clouds repair^ 
And crush out thunder from the bladder'd air ; 
From pointed i^iun-beams take the mists they drew^ 
And scatter them again in pearly dew ; 
And of the bigger drops they drain below. 
Some mould in hail, and others stamp in snow. 

Dam. Mercy, bright spirit ! I already feel 
The piercing edge of thy immortal steel. 
Thou, prince of day, from elements art free ; 
And I all body when compared to thee. 
Thou tread'st the abyss of light. 
And where it streams with open eyes canst go. 
We wander in the fields of air below^ 
Changelings and fools of heaven ; and thence shut 

out. 
Wildly we roam in discontent about. 
Gross, heavy-fed, next man in ignorance and sin. 
And spotted all without, and dusky all within. 
Without thy sword I perish by thy sight ; 
I reel and stagger, and am drunk with light. 

Amar. If e'er again thou on this place art found. 
Full fifty years iTl chain thee under ground ; 
The damps of earth shall be thy daily food. 
All swoln and bloated like a dungeon toad. 
And when thou shalt be freed, yet thou shalt lie 
Gasping upon the ground, too faint to fly. 
And lag below thy fellows in the sky. 

Dam. O pardon, pardon this accursed deed. 
And I no more on magic fumes will feed. 
Which drew me hither by their powerful streams^ 

Amar. Go expiate thy guilt in holy dreams. 

\^Exit Dam. 
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For. Let not your mighty anger rise too high ; 
'Tis not Valeria merits it, but I. 
My own unworthiness so well I knew. 
That from her love I consciously withdrew. 

Val. Thus rather than endure the little shame 
To be refused, you blast a virgin's name. 
You to refuse, and I to be denied ! 
Learn more discretion, or be taught less pride. 

For. O heaven, in what a labyrinth am I led ! 
I could get out, but she detains the thread. 
Now must I wander on, till I can see. 
Whether her pity or revenge it be. \^ Aside, 

Max. With what child's anger do you think you 
play ? 
Ill punish both, if either disobey. 

VaL Since all the fault was mine, I am content, 
Porphyrins should not share the punishment. 

For. Blind that I was till now, that could not 
see 
'Twas all the eflFect of generosity ! 
She loves me, even to suffer for my sake ; 
And on herself would my refusal take. [Aside. 

Max. Children to serve their parents' int'restlive? 
Take heed what doom against yoiurself you give. 

[To Val. 

For. Since she must suffer, if I do not speak, 
'Tis time the laws of decency to break.-— 
She told me, sir, that she your choice approved. 
And, (though I blush to own it) said she loved ; 
Loved me desertless, who, with shame, confest 
Another flame had seized upon my breast ; 
Which, when, too late, the generous princess knew. 
And fear'd your justice would my crime pursue. 
Upon herself she makes the tempest fall. 
And my refusal her contempt would call. 

Val. He raves, sir, and, to eover my disdain. 
Unhandsomely would his denial feign ; 

12 
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And, all me£Uis failing him, at last would try 
To usurp the credit of a scorn, and die. 
But, let him live. His punishment shall be 
The grief his pride will bring for losing me. 

Max. You both obnoxious to my justice are; 
And, daughter, you have not deserved my care. 
'Tis my command you strictly guarded be. 
Till your fantastic quarrel you agree. 

Por. Sirr ? 

Max. I'll not hear you speak, her crime is plain ; 
She owns her pride, which you perhaps may feigq. 
She shall be prisoner till she bend her mind 
To that, which is for both of you designed. 

Vol. You'll find it hard my free-born will to 
bound. 

Max. I'll find tihat power o'er wills, which Heaven 
ne'er found. 
Free-will's a cheat in any one but me ; 
In all but kings, 'tis willing slavery ; 
An unseen fate which forces the desire ; 
The will of puppets danced upon a wire. 
A monarch is 

The spirit of the world in every mind ; 
He may match wolves to lambs, and make it kind. 
Mine i? the business of your little fates ; 
And though you war, like petty wrangling states. 
You're in my hand ; and, when I bid you cease. 
You shall be crushed together into peace. 

Vol. Thus by the world my courage will be prized ; 

[Aside. 
3eeming to scorn, who am, alas, despised. 
Dying for love's, fulfilling honour's laws ; 
A secret martyr, while I own no cause. \^Exit Val. 

Max. Porphyrins, stay ; there's something I would 
hear. 
You said you loved, and you must tell me where. 
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For. All heaven is to my tdle destructioti bent 

{Aiidt 

Max. You would» it seems, have Idsure to in- 
vent. 

Per. Her name in pity, sir, I must forbear. 
Lest my offences you revenge on her. 

Max. My promise for her life I do engage. 

Por. Will that, sir, be remembered in your rage? 

McuK. Speak, or your silence more my rage will 
move ; 
Twill argue that you rival me in love. 

Par. Oin you believe that mv ambitious flame 
Should mount so high as Barenice^s name ? 

Max. Your guilt dares not approach what it 
would hide ; 
But draws me off, and (lapwing*like) flies wide. 
'Tis not my wife, but mistress, you adore. 
Though that affront, yet this ofiends me more. 
Who courts my wife. 
Does to my honour more injurious prove. 
But he, who courts my mistress, wrongs my love 

Par. The Egyptian princess ne'er could move my 
heart. 

Max. You could not perish by a nobler dart. 

Par. Sir, I presume not beauties to pompare ; 
But in my eyes my princess is as fair. ' 

Max. Your princess ! then it seeitas, though you 
deny 
Her name you love, you own her quality. 

Par. Though not by birth or title so, yet she, 
Who rules my heart, a princess is to me. ' 

Max. No, no ; 
'Tis plain that word you unawares did use. 
And told a truth which now you would excuse. 
Besides my wife and mistress, here are none. 
Who can the title of a princess own. 

Par. There is one more. 
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Your daughter, sir : Let that your doubt Temove. 
Max. But she IS not that princess whom you love. 
Por. I named not love, though it might doubt- 
ful seem : 
She's fair, and is that princess I esteem. 

Max. Go, and to passion your esteem improve. 
While I comntand her to receive your love, 

{Exit For. 

Enter St Cathaeine. 

S. Cath. I come not now, as captive to your power, 
'To beg ; but, as high heaven's ambassador. 
The laws of my religion to fulfil : 
Heaven sends me to return you good for ill. 
Your empress to your love I would restore. 
And to your mind the peace it had before. 

Max. While in another's name you peace declare^ 
Princess, you in your own proclaim a war. 
Your too great power does your design oppose ; 
You make those breaches which you strive to close, 

S. Cath. That little beauty, which too much you 
prize. 
Seeks not to move your heart, or draw your eyes ; 
Your love to Berenice is due alone ; 
Love, like that Power which I adore, is one. 
When fixed to one, it safe at anchor rides. 
And dares the fury of the winds and tides ; 
But losing once that hold, to the wide ocean bome^ 
It drives away at will, to every wave a scorn. 

Mojc. If to new persons I my love apply. 
The stars and nature are in fault, not I : 
My loves are like my old Praetorian bands. 
Whose arbitrary power their prince commands : 
I can no more make passion come or go, 
Than you can bid your Nilus ebb or flow. 
'Tis lawless, and will love, and where it list ; 
And that's no sin, which no man can resist : 

VOL. III. 2 c 
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Those who impute it to me as a erime^ 
Would make a god of me before my time. 

jS". CaM. A god indeed, after the Koman stil^ 
An eagle mounting from a kindled pile : 
But you may make yourself a god below ; 
For kings, who rule their own desires, are so. 
You roam about, and never are at rest. 
By new desires, that is, new torments, still possest ; 
Qualmish and loathing all you had before. 
Yet with a sickly appetite to more : 
As in a feverish dream you still; drink on. 
And wonder why your thirst is never gone ; 
Love, like a ghostly vision, haunts your mind, 
Tis still before you what you left behind. 

Max. How can I help those faults wMch nature 
made? 
My appetite is sickly and decay'd, ^ 

And you forbid me change^ the sick man's ease ! 
Who cannot cure, must humour his disease. 

S. Cath. Your mind should first the remedy b^io; 
You seek without the cure that is within. 
The vain experiments you make each day. 
To find content, still finding it decay. 
Without attempting more, should let you see^ 
That you have sought it where it ne'er could be. 
But when you place your joys on things above, 
You fi\ the wandering plaiiet of your lave : 
Thence you may see 

Poor human kind, all dazed in open day. 
Err after bliss^ and blindly miss their way : 
The greatest happiness a prince can know. 
Is to love heaven above, do good below* 

To them Berenice and Attendants. 

JSer. That hacppiness may Berenice find. 
Leaving these empty joys of earth behind ; 
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And this frail being, where so short a while 
The unfortunate lament, and prosperous smile. 
Yet a few days, and those which now appear 
In youth and beauty like the blooming year^ 
In life's swift scene shall change ; and cares shall 

4;ome, 
And heavy age, and death's relentless doom. 

S. Calk. Yet man, by pleasures, seeks that fate 
which he would shun ; 
And, suck'd in by the stream, does to the whirlpool 
run. . 

Max. How^ madam, are you to new ways in- 
clined ? 
I fear the Christian sect perverts yout mind. 

[To Ber. 

Ber. Yes, tyrant, know, that I their faith embrace. 
And own it in the midst of my disgrace ; 
That faith, which, abject as it seems to thee. 
Is nobler than thy purple pageantry ; 
A faith, which still with nature is at strife. 
And looks beyond it to a future life ; 
A faith, which vicious souls abhor and fear. 
Because it shews eternity too near : 
And therefore every one. 
With seeming scorn of it the rest deceives ; 
All joining not to own what each believes. 

S. Cath. O, happy queen ! whom power leads not 
astray, 
Nor youth's more powerful blandii^ments betray. 

Ber. Your ai*guments my reascm first inclined, 
And then your bright example fix'd my mind. 

Max. With what a holy empress am I blest ! 
What scorn of earth dwells in her heavenly breast ! 
My crowd's too mean ; but He, whom you adore. 
Has one more bright, of martyrdom, in store. — 
She dies» and I am from the envy freed : [Aside. 
She has, I thank her, her own death decreed. 
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No soldier now will in her rescue stir ; 

Her death is but in complaisance to her. 

I'll baste to gratify her holy will ; 

Heaven grant her zeal may but continue still ! — 

Tribune, a guard to seize the empress strait ; 

[ToVal. 
Secure her person prisoner to the state. 

IJExit Max. 
Val. \^Gaing to her.'] Madam, believe 'tis with 
regret I come. 
To execute my angry prince's doom. 

Enter Porphyiuus. 

Par. What is it 1 behold ! Tribune, fix>m whence 
Proceeds this more than barbarous insolence ? 

Val. Sir, I perform the emperor's commands. 

Par. Villain, hold off thy sacrilegious hands. 
Or, by the gods — retire without reply ; 
And, if he asks who bid thee, say 'twas I. 

[Val. retires to a distance. 

Ber. Too generously your safety you expose, 
To save one moment her, whom you must lose. 

Por. 'Twixt you and death ten thousand lives 
there stand ! 
Have courage, madam ; the Prastorian band 
Will all oppose your tyrant's cruelty. 

S. Cath. And I have heaven implored she may 
not die : 
As some to witness truth heaven's call obey. 
So some on earth must, to confirm it, stay. 

Por. What faith, what witness,isit that you name? 

Ber. Knowing what she believes, my faith's the 
same. 

Por. How am I cross'd, what way soe'er I go ! 
To the unlucky every thing is so. 
Now, Fortune, thou hast shewn thy utmost spite; 
The soldiers will not for a Christian fight : 
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And, madam, all that I can promise now. 
Is but to die, before death reaches you. . 

Ber. Now death draws near, a strange perplexity 
Creeps coldly on me, like a fear to die : 
Courage uncertain dangers may abate ; 
But who can bear the approach of certain fate ? 

S. Caih. The wisest and the best some fear may 
show, 
And wish to stay, though they resolve to go. 

Ber. As some faint pilgrim, standing on the shore. 
First views the torrent he would venture o'er ; . 
And then his inn upon the farther ground. 
Loth to wade through, and lother to go round ; 
Then dipping in his staff, does trial make 
How deep it is, and, sighing, pulls it back ; 
Sometimes resolved to fetch his leap, and then 
Kuns to the bank, but there stops short again ; 
So I at once 

Both heavenly faith and human fear obey. 
And feel before me in an unknown way. 
For this blest voyage I with joy prepare. 
Yet am ashamed to be a stranger there. 

S. Cath, You are not yet enough prepared to die; 
Earth hanrgs too heavy for your soul to fly. 

For. One wky (and heaven, I hope, inspires my 
mind) 
I for your safety in this strait can find ; 
But this fair queen must further my intent. 

S. Caih. Name any way your reason can invent. 

For. to Ber. Though your religion (which I can- 
not blame. 
Because my secret soul avows the same) 
Has made your life a forfeit to the laws. 
The tyrant's new-born passion is the cause. 
Were this bright princess once removed away, 
Wanting tihe food, the flame would soon decay ; 
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And rU prepare a faithful guard this night 
To attend ber person, and secure her flight. 
Ber. to S. Cath. By this way I shall both firom 
death be freed. 
And you unforced to any wicked deed. 
S. Cath. Madam, my thoughts are with them- 
selves at strife^ 
And heaven can witness how I prize yeur life ; 
But 'tis a doubtful conflict I must try. 
Betwixt my pity and my piety : 
Staying, your precious life I must expose ; 
Gtoing, my crown of martjrrdom I lose. 

For. Your lequal choice when heaven does thus 
divide. 
You should, like heaven, still lean on merey's side. 
S. Cath. The will of heaven, judged by a private 
breast. 
Is often what's our private interest ; 
And therefore those, who would that will obey, 
Without their interest m^ust their duty weigh. 
As for myself, I do not life despise. 
But as the greatest gift of nature prize. 
My sex is weak, my fears of death are strong. 
And whate'er is» its being would prolong. 
Were there no sting in death, fbr me to die^ 
Would not be conquest, but stupidity. 
But if vain honour can confirm the soul. 
And sense of shame the fear of death controul ; 
How mudi more then should faith uphold the mind, 
Which, shewing death, shews future Itfe behind ? 
Ber. Of death's contempt heroic proofs you give ; 
But, madam, let my weaker virtue hve. 
Your faith may bid you your awn life resign ; 
But not when yours must be involved with mine. 
Since then you do not think me fit ta die, 
Ah, how can you that life I beg deny ! 
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S. Cutk. Heaven does in this my gre&tei^t trial 
m^ke, 
When I, for it, the care of you forsake ; 
But I am placed, as on a theatre, 
Where all my acts to all mankind appear. 
To imitate my constancy or fear : 
Then, madam, judge what course I should pursue, 
When I must either heaven forsake, or you. 

Par. Were saving Berenice's life a sin. 
Heaven had shut up your flight from Maximin. 

S. CatJi. Thus with short plummets heaven's 
decR will we sound. 
That vast abyss where human wit is drown'd ! 
In our small skiff we must not launch too fai^ ; 
We here but coasters, not discovereri^, are. 
Faith's necessary rules are plain and few ; 
We mAny, and those needless, rules pursue : 
Faith from our hearts into our heads we drive, - 
And make religion all contemplative. 
You on heaven's will may witty glosses feign J 
But that which I must practise here is plain : 
If the All-great decree h» life to spare. 
He will the means, without my crime, prepare. 

l^Exit St. Cath. 

For. Yet there is one way left ! it is decreed. 
To save your life, that Maximin shall Heed ; 
^Mids^ all his guards I will his death pursue. 
Or fall a sacrifice to love and you. 

Ber. So great a fear of death I have not Showii, 
That I would shed his blood to save my own ; 
My fear is but from human frailty brought. 
And never mingled with a wicked thought. 

Par. 'Tis not a crime, since one of you must die. 
Or is e:^cused by the necessity. 

Ber. I cannot to a husband's death consent, 
But, by revealing, will your crime prevent. 
The horror of this deed 
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Against the fear of death has arm'd my mhfid. 
And now less guilt in him than you I find. 
If I a tyrant did detest before, 
I hate a rebel, and a traitor more. 
Ungrateful man ! 

Remember whose successor thou art made. 
And then thy benefactor's life invade. — 
Guards, to your charge I give your prisoner back, 
And will from none but heaven my safety take. 

[^Exit with Valerius and Guards. 
For. ISolusJ] 'Tis true, what she has often urged 
before. 
He's both my father, and my emperor ! 
O honour, how can'st thou invent a way 
To save my queen, and not my trust betray ! 
Unhappy I, that e'er he trusted me ! 
As well his guardian-angel may his murderer be. 

And yet let honour, faith, and virtue fly. 

But let not love in Berenice die. 

She lives ! 

That's put beyond dispute, as firm as fate ; 
Honour and faith let argument debate. 

Enter Maximin and Valerius talking^ and 

Guards. 

Max. 'Tis said, but I am loth to think it true, 

[ToPoE; 

That my late orders were contemn'd by you ; 
That Berenice from her guards you freed. 

For. I did it, and I glory in the deed. 

Max. How, glory my commands to disobey ! 

For. When those commands would your renown 
betray. 

Mom. Who should be judge of that renown you 
name. 
But I ? 

For. Yes, I, and all who love your fame. 
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Mcuc. Porphyrius, your replies are insolent. 

Par. Sir, they are just, and for your service 
meant. 
If for religion you our lives will take. 
You do not the offenders find, but make. 
All faiths are to their own believers just ; 
For none believe, because they will, but must. 
Faith is a force from which there's no defence ; 
Because the reason it does first convince : 
And reason conscience into fetters brings^ ; 
And conscience is without the power of kings. 

Mcuc. Then conscience is a greater prince than I, 
At whose each erring call a king may die ! 
Who conscience leaves to its own free command. 
Puts the worst weapon in a rebel's hand. 

Par. Its empire, therefore, sir, should bounded 
be, 
And, but in acts of its religion, free : 
Those who ask civil power and conscience too. 
Their monarch to his own destruction woo. 
With needful arms let him secure his peace ; 
Then, that wild beast he safely may release. 

Max. I can forgive these liberties you take. 
While but my counsellor yourself you make : 
But you first act your sense, and then advise ; . 
That is, at my expence you will be wise. 
My wife I for religion do not kill ; 
But she shall die — because it is my will. 

Par. Sir, I acknowledge I too much have done. 
And therefore merit not to be your soni: 
I render back the honours which you gave ; 
My liberty's the only gift I crave. 

Max. You take too much — but, ere you lay it 
down. 
Consider what you part with in a crown : 
Monarchs of cares in policy complain. 
Because they would be pitied, while they reign ; 
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For still the greater troubles they confess. 
They know theh: pleasures will be envied less. 

Por. Those joys I neither envy nor admire ; 
But beg I from the troubles may retire. 

Max. What soul is this which empire cannot 
stir! 
Supine and tame as a philosopher ! 
Know then, thou wert adopted to a throne. 
Not for thy sake so much as for my own. 
My thoughts were once about thy death at strife ; 
And thy succession's thy reprieve for life. 

Por. My life and death are still within your 
power ; 
But your succession I renounce this hour. 
Upon a bloody throne I will not sit. 
Nor share the guilt of crimes which you commit. 

Max. If you are not my Caesar, you must die. 

Por. I take it as the nobler destiny. 

Ma>x. I pity thee, and would thy faults forgive ; 
But, thus presuming on, thou canst not live. 

Por. Sir, with your throne your pity I restore; 
I am your foe, nor will I use it more. 
Now all my debts of gratitude are paid, 
I cannot trusted be, nor you betray'd. [Is going* 

Max. Stay, stay ! in threatening me to be mj 
foe, 
You give me warning to conclude yoii so. 
Thou to succeed a monarch in his seat ! 

Enter Placidius. 

No, fool, thou art too honest to be great !— 
Flacidius, on your life this prisoner keep : 
Oar enmity shall end before I sleep. 

Plac. I still am ready, sir, whene'er you please, 

[raPoR. 
To do you such smaU services as these. 



2 
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Max. The sight, with which my eyes shall first 
be fed, 
Must be my empress* and this traitor's head. 

Por. Where'er thou stand'st. 111 level at that 
place 
My gushing blood, and spout it at thy face. 
Thus, not by marriage, we our blood will join ; 
*Nay more, my arms shall throw my head at thine. 

[Exit guarded. 

Max. There, go. Adoption ! I have now decreed, 
That Maximin shall Maximin succeed : 
Old as I am, in pleasures I will try 
To waste an empire yet before I die : 
Since life is fugitive, and will not stay, 
ril make it fly more pleasantly away. [^Exit. 
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Enter Valeria and Placidius. 

Vol. If, as you say, you silently have been 
So long my lover, let my power be seen. 
One hour's discourse before Porphyrius die. 
Is all I ask, and you too may be by. 

PUic. I must not break 
The order, which the emperor did sign. 

Vol. Has then his hand more power with-you 
than mine ? 

Plac. This hand, if given, would far iinore power- 
ful be 
Than all the monarchs of the world to me : 
But *tis a bait which would my heart. betray ; 
And, when I'm fast, will soon be snatched away. 

Vat. O say not so ; for I shall ever be 
Obliged to him, who once obliges me. 
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Plae. Madam, I'll wink, and favour the deceit ; 
But know, fair cozener, that I know the cheat : 
Though to these eyes I nothing can refuse^ 
I'll not the merit of my ruin lose. 
It is enough I see the hook, and bite ; 
But first I'll pay my death with my delight. 

[^Kisses her hand^ and exit. 

Vol. What can I hope from this sad interview ? 
And yet my brave design I will pursue. 
By many signs I have my rival found ; 
But fortune him, as deep as me, does *wound. 
For, if he loves the empress, his sad fate 
More moves my pity, than his scQm my^hate. 

To her Placidius, with PoKPHYiiius. 

Plac. I am, perhaps, the first. 
Who, forced by fate, and in his own despite. 
Brought a loved rival to his mistress^ sight. 

Val. But, in revenge, let this your comfort be. 
That you have brought a man who loves not me. 
However, lay your causeless envy by ; 
He is a rival, who must quickly die. 

Por. And yet I could, with less concernment, 
bear 
That death of which you speak, than see you here. 
So much of guilt in my refusal lies. 
That, debtor- like, I dare not meet your eyes. 

Vol. I do not blame you, if you love elsewhere ; 
And would to heaven I could your sufferings bear. 
Or once again could some new way invent^ 
To take upon myself your punishment ! 
I sent for you, to let you know, that still. 
Though now I want the power, I have the will. 

Phue. Can all this ocean of your kindness be 
Pour'd upon him, and not one drop on me ? 
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Vol. *Tis pour'd ; but falls from this ungrateful 
man, 
Like drops of water from a rising swan. 
Upon his breast no sign of wet remains ; 
He bears his love more proudly than his chains. 

Por. This thankless man his death will soon re- 
move, 
And quickly end so undeserved a love. 

Vat. Unthankful as you are, I know not why. 
But still I love too well, to see you die.— 
Placidius, can you love, and see my grief. 
And for my sake not offer some relief? 

Plae. Not all the gods his ruin shall prevent ; 
Your kindness does but urge his punishment. 
Besides, what can I for his safety do ? 
He has declared himself your father's foe. 

Vol. Give out he has escaped, and set him free ; 
And, if you please, lay all the fault on me. 

Por. O, do not on those terms my freedom name ! 
Freed by your danger, I should die with shame. 

Plac. I mu?t not farther by your prayers be won : 
All I could do, I have already done. [ To her. 

Vol. To bring Porphyrins only to my sight. 
Was not to shew your pity, but your spite. 
Would you but half oblige her you adore ? 
You should not have done this, or should do more. 

Plac. Alas ! what hope can there be left for me. 
When I must sink into the mine I see ? 
My heart will fall before you, if I stay ; 
Each word you speak saps part of it away. 

^Yet all my fortune on his death is set ; 

And he may love her, though he loves not yet. 
He must — and yet she says he must not die. — 
O, if I could but wink, I could deny ! 
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To them ALBixtrs. 

Alb. The emperor expects your prisoner strait; 
And with impatience for his death does wait. 

Piac. Nay, then it is too late my love to wdgh; 
Your pardon, madam, if I must obey. 

[^JExit Albinus. 

Par. I am prepared ; he shall not long attend 

Fiai. Then nere my prayers and my submissions 
end. 
Placidius, know, that hour in which he dies. 
My death (so well I love) shall wait on his. 

Piae. O, madam, do not fright me with your 
death ! 

Vol. My life depends alone upon his breath. 
But, if I live in him, you do not know 
How far my gratitude to you may go* 
I do not promise— but it so may proves 
That gratitude, in time, may turn to lore. 
Try m^e— 

Piae. Now I consider it, I will: 

'Tis in your power to save him, or to kill, 
I'll run the hazard to preserve his life. 
If, after that, you vow to be my wife. 

Vol. Nay^ good Flacidius, now you are too hail 
Would you do nothing but for mere reward ? 
Like usurers to men in want you prove. 
When you would take extortion for my love. 

Plac. You have concluded, then,, that he must 
die ? [^Going with Pouphtaiu& 

Vcd. O stay ! if no price else his life can buy, 
My love a ransom for Ms life I give : 
Let my Porphyrins for another liv& 

[Holding' her handkerchief be/ore her face. 

Pot. You too much value the small merchandise ; 
JMy life's o'er-rated, when your love's the price. 
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Enter Albinus. 

Alb. I long have listened to your generous strife 
As much concem'd for brave Porphyrius' life. 
For mine I to his favour owed this day ; 
Which with my future service I will pay. 

Plac. Lest any your intended flight prevent, 
ril lead you first the back-way to my tent ; 
Thence, in disguise, you may the city gain. 
While some excuse for your escape I feign. 

VclL Farewell ! I must not see you when you 
part ; [ Turning her face away. 

For that last look would break my tender heart. 

Yet ^let it break 1 must have one look more. 

\JLQohing OH Mm. 
Nay, now I'm less contented than before ; 
For that last look draws on another too ^ 
Which sure I need not, to remember you. 
For eve r yet I must one glance repeat^ 
But quick and short as starving people eat. 
So much humanity dwell in your breast. 
Sometimes to think on her who loves you best ! 

[^Going — he takes her hand and kisses it. 

Por. My wandering steps wherever fortune bear« 
Your memory I in my breast will wear ; 
Which, as a precious amulet, I still 
Will cajnry, my defence and guard from iH. 
Though to my former vows I must be true, 
1*11 ever keep one love entire fcwr you ; 
That love, which brothers with chaste sisters make : 
And by this holy kiss, which now I take 

From your fair hand 

This common sun, which absent both shall see, 
Shall ne'er behold a breach of faith in me. 
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Vol. Go, go ! iny death will your short vows re- 
store; 
YouVe said enough, and I can hear no mare. 

[^Exeunt Yai^. one way ^ and Fon. and Alb. 
another. 
Plac. Love and good nature, how do you betray ! 
Misleading those who see and know their way I 
I, whom deep arts of state could ne'er be|pile. 
Have sold myself to ruin for a smile. 
Nay, I am dnven so low, that I must take 
That smile, as alms, given for my rival's sake. 

Enter Maxim in, talking with Valerius. 

Max. And why was 1 not told of this before? 

Vol. Sir, she this evening landed on the shore; 
For with her daughter being prisoner made^ 
She in another vessel was conveyed. 

Max. Bring hither the Egyptian princess straut 

[To Flag. 
And you, Valerius, on her mother wait. 

lExit Val. 

Plac. The mother of the Egyptian princess here! 

Max. Porphyrius' death I will a while defer, 
And this new opportunity improve. 
To make my last effort upon her love. — 

lExit Flag. 
Those, who have youth, may long endure to court ; 
But he must swiftly catch, whose race is short. 
1 in my autumn do my siege begin ; 
And must make baste, ere winter comes, to win. 
This hour — ^no longer shall my pains endure — 
Her love shall ease me, or her death shall cure. 

Enter at one door Felicia and Valerius, at the 
other St Catharine and Placidius. 

aV. Cath: O, my dear mother ! 
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Fel. With what joy I see 
My dearest dp-ughter from the tempest free ! 

S. Cath, Dearer than ail the joys Tain empire 
yields. 
Or than to youthful monarchs conquer'd fields ! 
Before you came, my soul, 
All fill'd with heaven, did earthly joys disdain : 
But you pull back some part of me again. 

Plac. . Y ou see, sir, she can own a }Cfy below. 

Max. It much imports me that this truth I 
know. 

Pel. How dreadful death does^on the waves ap- 
pear, 
Where seas we only see, and tempests hear ! 
Such frightful images did then pursue 
My trembling soul, that scarce 1 thought of you. 

Plac. All circumstances to your wish combine : 
Her fear of death advances your design. [ To Max. 

Pel. But to that only power we serve I pray*d. 
Till He, who bid it rise, the tempest laid. 

Max. You are a Christian then ! [ To Felicia. 
For death this very hour you must prepare. 
I have decreed no Christian's life to spare. 

Pel. Vkx death ! I hope you but my courage try : 
Whatever I believe, 1 dare not die. 
Heaven does not, sure, that seal of faith require ; 
Or, if it did, would firmer thoughts inspire. 
A woman's witness can no credit give 
To truths divine, and therefore I would live. 

Mcix. I cannot give the life which you demand : 
But that and mine are in your daughter's hand. 
Ask h^, if she will yet her love deny. 
And bid a monarch, and her mother, die. 

Pel. Now, mighty prince, you cancel all my fear : 
My life is safe, when it depends on her.— 

VOL. III. 2 D 
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How can you let me languish thus in pain ? 

[To St. Catr 
Make haste to cure those doubts which yet lemain. 
Speak quickly, speak, and ease me of my fear. 

S. Cath. Alas, I doubt it is not you I hear ! 
Some wicked fiend assumes your voice and faoe^ 
To make frail nature triumph over grace. 
It cannot be, 

That she, who taught my childhood piety. 
Should bid my riper age my faith deny ; 
That she, who bid my hopes this crown pursue, 
Should snatch it from me when 'tis just in view. 

Pel. Peace, peace! too much my age's shame you 
show: 
How easy 'tis to teach ! how hard to do ! 
My labouring thoughts are with themsdves at 

strife; 
I dare not die, nor bid you save my life. 

Max. You must do one, and that without delay; 
Too long already for your death I stay. 
I cannot with your smaU concerns dispense ; 
For deaths of more importance call me hence. 
Prepare to execute your office strait. 

ITohisGmrdB. 

Fel. O stay, and let them but one minute wait ! 

Such quick commands for death you would sot 

, give. 
If you but knew how sweet it were to live. 
Max. Then bid her love. 
Fel. Is duty grown so weak, 

[2b St. Cath. 
That love's a harder word than deam to speak ? 

S. Cath. Oh ! 

Fel. Mistake me not ; I never can approve 
A thing 50 wicked as the tyrant's love. 
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I ask you would but some false promise give. 
Only to gain me so much time to live. 

[^Privately to St Catharine. 

S. Cath. That promise is a step to greater sin : 
The hold, once lost, we seldom take again. 
Each bound to heaven we fainter essays make. 
Still losing somewhat, till we quite go back. 

Max. Away ! I grant no IcHiger a reprieve. 

Fel. O, do but beg my life, and I may live. 

ITo St. Cath. 
Have you not so much pity in your breast ? 
He stays to have you make it yotir request. 

S. Cath. To beg your life. 
Is not to ask a grace of M aximin : 
It is a silent bargain for a sin. 
Could we live always, life were worth our cost ; 
But now we keep with care what must be lost. 
Here we stand shivering on the bank, and cry. 
When we should plunge into eternity. 
One moment ends our pain ; 
And yet the shock of death we dare not stand. 
By thought scarce measured, and too swift for sand : 
Tis but because the living death ne'er knew, 
They fear to prove it as a thing that's new. 
Let me the experiment before you try, 
I'll shew you first how easy 'tis to die. 

Max. Draw then that curtain, and let death ap- 
pear. 
And let both see how easy 'twill be there. 

The Scene opens, and shews the WheeL 

Fel. Alas, what torments I already feel ! 
Ma>x. Go, bind her hand and foot beneath that 
wheel. 
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Four of you turn the dreadful ennne round ; 
Four others hold her &sten'd to me ground ; 
That, by degrees, her tender breasts may feel. 
First, the rough razmgs of the pointed steel ; 
Her paps then let the bearded tenters stake. 
And on each hook a gory gobbet take ; 
Till the upper flesh, by piece-meal torn away, 
Her beating heart shsil to the sun display. 

FeL My dearest daughter, at your feet I fill; 

\_KneeUng. 
Hear, oh yet hear your wretched mother^s call ! 
Think, at your birth, ah think what pains I bor^ 
And can your eyes behold me suffer more ? 
You were the child, which from your in&ncy 
I still loved best, and then you best loved me. 
About my neck your little arms you spread. 
Nor could you sleep without me in the bed ; 
But sought my bosom when you went to rest. 
And all night long would lie across my breast 
Nor without cause did you that fondness show. 
You may remember when our Nile did flow^ 
While on the bank you innocently stood. 
And with a wand made circles in the flood. 
That ro^» and just was hurrying you to death. 
When I, from far, all pale and out of breath. 
Ran and rushed in— -— 

And from the waves my floating pledge did bear, 
So much n^y love was stronger than my fear. 
But you 

Max. Woman, for these long tales your life's too 
short. — 
Go, bind her quickly, and begin the sport. 

Pel. No, in her ai-ms my sanctuary's placed ; 
Thus I will cling for ever to her waist. 

[Running to her daughter. 
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Max. What, must my will by women be con- 
troul'd ? 
Haste, draw your weapons, and cut off her hold ! 

S. Cath. Thus my last duty to you let me pay : 

IKissing her mother. 
Yet, tyrant, I to thee will never pray. 
Though hers to save I my own life would give. 
Yet by my sin my mother shall not live. 
To thy foul lust I never can consent ; 
Why dost thou then defer my punishment ? 
I scorn those gods thou vainly dost adore ; 
Contemn thy empire, but thy bed abhon 
If thou would'st yet a bloodier tyrant be, 
I will instruct thy rage; begin with me. 

Max. I thank thee that thou dost my anger 
move ; 
It is a tempest that will wreck my love. 
I'll pull thee hence, close hidden as thou art, 

[Claps his hand to his breast. 
And stand with my drawn sword before my heart. 

Yes, you shall be obey'd, though I am loth ; 

Gk), and while I can bid you, bind them both ; 
Go, bind them ere my fit of love return ; 
Fire shall quench fire, and anger love shall bum. 
Thus I prevent those follies I should do ; 
And 'tis the nobler fever of the two. 

Fel. Torn piece by piece ! alas, what horrid pains I 

S. Cath. Heaven is all mercy, who that death or- 
dains ; 
And that, which Heaven thinks best, is surely so : 
But bare, and naked, shame to undergo, 
'TIS somewhat more than death ! 
Exposed to lawless eyes I dare not be ; 
My modesty is sacred, Heaven, to thee ! 
Let not my body be the tyrant's spoil ; 
Nor hands nor eyes thy purity defile. 

[ Ameriel descends swiftly with aflaming sword^ 
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and strikes at the Wheel, which breaks in pieces ; 
then he ascends again. 
Max. Is this the e&ct of all your boasted skill ? 
These brittle toys to execute my will ? 
A puppet-shew of death I only find. 
Where I a strong and sinewy pain designed. 
By what weak infant was this engine wrought ? 

Val. From Bilbilis the temper'dsteel was brought; 
Metal more tough the anvil ne'er did beat. 
Nor, from the forge, did hissing waters heat. 

Plac. I saw a youth descend all heavenly fair, 
Who in his hand a flaming sword did bear. 
And, whirlwind-like, around him drove the air. 
At his raised arm the rigid iron shook. 
And, bending backwards, fled before the stroke. 

Max. What ! miracles, the tricks of heaven to 
me? 
ril try if she be wholly iron- free. 
If not by sword, then she shall die by fire ; 
And one by one her miracles I'll tire. 
If proof against all kind of death she be, ' 

My love's immortal, and she's fit for me. 

S. Cath. No, heaven has shewn its power, and 
now thinks fit 
Thee to thy former fury to remit. 
Had providence my longer life decreed. 
Thou from thy passion hadst not yet been fi^. 
But Heaven, which suffer'd that, my faith to prove, 
Now to itself does vindicate my love. 
A power controuls thee, which thou dost not see ; 
And that's a miracle it works in thee. 

Max. The truth of this new miracle we'll trj^ ; 
To prove it, you must take the pains to die. — 
Bring me their heads. 

Fel. That mercy, tyrant, thou deny'st to me. 
At thy last UFeath may Heaven refuse to thee ! 
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My fears are going, and I death can view. 
I see, I see him there thy steps pursue, 
And, with a lifted arm, and silent pace, 
Stalk after thee, just aiming in his chace. 
S. Cath. No more, dear mother ; ill in death it 
shows 
Your peace of mind by rage to discompose : 
No streak of blood (the relics of the earth) 
Shall stain my soul in her immortal birth ; 
But she shall mount aU pure, a white and virgin 

mmd. 
And full of all that peace, which there she goes to 
find. 
\^Exeunt St Catharine and Felicia, toith 
Valerius, and Guards. The scene shuts. 
Max. She's gone, and pull'd my heart-strings as 
she went* 
Were penitence no shame, I could repent. 
Yet, *tis of bad example she should live ; 
For I might get the Ul habit, to forgive. 
Thou soft seducer of my heart, away ! 
Who ling'ring would'st about its confines stay. 
To watch when some rebellion would begin. 
And ready at each sigh to enter in. 
In Vain ; for thou 

Dost on the outside of the body play. 
And, when drawn nearest, shaU be whirled away. 
What ails me, that I cannot lose thy thought ! 
Command the empress hither to be l)rought ; 

[ToPlac. 
T in her death shall some diversion find. 
And rid my thoughts at once of woman-kind. 
Plac. 'Tis well he thinks not of Porphyrius yet. 

{Aside^ Exit. 
Ma^. How hard it is this beauty to forget ! 
My stormy rage has only shook my will : 
She crept down lower, but she sticks there still. 
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Fool that I am, to struggle thus with love ! 
Why should I that, which pleases me^ remove ? 
True, she should die, were she ooncem'd almid ; 
But I love, not for her sake, but my owiu 
Our Gods are Gods, 'cause they have power and 

will; 
Who can do aJl things, can do nothing ilL 
111 is rebellion 'gainst some higher power : 
The world may sin, but not its emperor. 
My empress then shall die, my princess live ; 
If this be sill, I do myself forgive. 

To him, Valerius. 

Vol. Your will's obey'd ; for, mighty emperor, 
The princess and her mother are no more. 

Maa* She is not dead ! 

Kal. Great sir, your will wa&60. 

Maa. That was my will of half an hour ago. 
But now 'tis altered ; I have changed her &te» 
She shall not die. 

* 

Vol. Your pity comes too late. 
Betwixt her guards she seemed by bride-men led, 
Her cheeks with cheerful blushes were o'erspread ; 
When, smiling, to the axe she bow'd her head, 
Just at the stroke, 

^therial music did her breath prepare. 
Like joyful sounds of spousals in the air ; 
A radiant light did hef crowned temples gild, 
And all the place with fragrant scents was fiU'd ; 
The balmy mist came thickening to the ground, 
And sacred silence cover'd all around. 
But when (its work performed) the cloud with* 

drew. 
And day restored us to each other's view, 
I sought her head, to bring it on-my spear ; 
In vain I sought it, for it was not there ; 
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No part remained ; but, from afar, our sight 
Discovered in the air long tracts of light ; 
Of charming notes we heard the last rebounds. 
And music dying in remoter sounds. 

Max. And dost thou think 
This lame account fit for a love-sick king ? 
Go, from the other world a better bring. 

l^KiUs him^ then sets his foot on him, and 
speaks on. 
When in my breast two mighty passions strove. 
Thou had'st err^d better in obeying love. 
'Tis true, that way thy death had followed too. 
But I had then been less displeased than now. 
Now I must live unquiet for thy sake ; 
And this poor recom pence is all I take. 

[^Spums the body. 

Here the Scene opens, and discovers Bkkenice on 
a scqffbld, the Guards hy her, and amongst them 
PoBPHYRius and Albinus, like Moors, as all 
the Guards are. VL,ACiiyivs enters, and whispers 
the Emperor whilst Porphyrius speaks. 

Por. From Berenice I cannot go away, 
But^ like a ghost, must near my treasure stay. 

Alb. Night and this shape secure us from their 
eyes. 

Por. Have courage then for our bold enterprisse. 
Duty and faith no tie on me can have, 
Since I renounced those honours which he gave. 

Max. The time is come we did so long attend, 

{To Ber. 
Which must these discords of our marriage end. 
Yet Berenice, remember you have been 
An empress, and the wife of Maximin. 

Ber. I will remember I have been your wife ; 
And therdfore, dying, beg from heaven your life : 
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Be all the discords of our bed forgot. 
Which, virtue witness, 1 did never spot. 
What errors I have made, though while I live 
You cannot pardon, to the dead forgive. 

Max. How much she is to piety inclined ! 
Behead her, while she's in so good a mincL 

For. Stand firm, Albinus ; now the tune is come 
To free the empress. 

Alb. And deliver Rome. 

Par. Within I feel my hot blood swell my hearty 
And generous trembling in each outward part 
'Tis done, tyrant, this is thy latest hour. 

[FouPH YUius and Albinus draw^ and are 
making at the Emperor. 

Ber. Look to yourself, my lord the emperor ! 
Treason, help, help, my lord ! 

[Maximin turns and defeiids himself^ the Guards 
set on PoEPHYRius and Albinus. 

Max. Disarm them, but their lives I charge yoa 
spare. \^'After they are disc^rmed. 

Unmask them, and discover who they are . 
Good Gods, is it Porphyrins. whom I see ! 

Plac. I wonder how he gain'd his liberty. 

Max. Traitor! 

Por. Know, tyrant, I can hear that name. 
Rather than son, and bear it with less shame. 
Traitor's a name, which, were my arm yet free, 
The Roman senate would bestow on thee. — 
Ah, madam, you have ruin'd my design, [To Beb. 
And lost your life ; for I regard not mine. 
Too ill a mistress, and too good a wife. 

Ber. It was my duty to preserve his life. 

Max. Now I perceive [ To Fob. 

In what close walk your mind so long did move : 
You scom'd my throne, aspiring to her love, 

Ber. In death I'll own a love to him so pure, 
As will the test of heaven itself enduire ; 
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A love so chaste, as conscience could not chide ; 
But cherish it, and keep it by its side, 
A love, which never knew a hot desire, 
But flamed as harmless as a lambent fire ; 
A love, which pure from soul to soul might pass, ^ 
As light transmitted through a crystal glass ; 
Whidh gave Porphyrius all without a sin. 
Yet kept entire the right of Maximin. 

Max. The best return that I to both can make. 
Shall be to suffer for each other's sake. 

Por. Barbarian, do not dare her blood to shed. 
Who from my vengeance saved thy cursed head ; 
A flight, no honour ever reach'd before. 
And which succeeding ages will adore. 

jB^r. Porphyrius, I must die ! 
That common debt to nature paid must be ; 
But I have left a debt unpaid to thee. 
To Maximin 

I have perform'd the duty of a wife ; 
But, saving his, I cast away thy life. 
Ah, what ill stars upon our loves did shine. 
That I am more thy murd'rer, than he mine ! 

Max. Make haste. 

Por. So hasty none in execution are, ' 

But they allow the dying time for prayer. — 
Farewell, sweet saint ! my prayer shall be to you : 
My love has been unhappy, but 'twas true. 
Remember me ! — Alas, what have I said ? 
You must die too ! 
But yet remember me when you are dead. 

Ber. If I die first, I will 
Stop short of heaven, and wait you in a cloud ; 
For fear we lose each other in the crowd. 

Por. Love is the only coin in heaven will go : 
Then take all with you, and leave none below. 

Ber. 'Tis want of knowledge, not of love, I fear ; 
Lest we mistake when bodies are not there. 
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O, as a mark, that I could wear a scroll, 
With this inscription, — ^Berenice's soul. 

Pw. That needs not, sure ; for none will be so 
bright, 
So pure, or with so small allays of light. 
Mux. From my full eyes fond tears be^ to 
start; — 
Despatch, — they practise treason on my heart. 
For. Adieu ! This farewell sigh I as my last 
bequeath ; 
Catch it, — ^^s love expiring in a breath. 

IBer. This sigh of mine shall meet it half the way, 
As pledges given that each for other stay. 

Enter Valeria and Cydon. 

Val. What dismal scene of death is here prepared ! 

Max. Now strike. 

Vol. They shall not strike till I am heard. 

Max. From whence does this new impudence 
proceed. 
That you dare alter that which I decreed ? 

Vol. Ah, sir, to what strange courses do you fly, 
To make yourself abhorr'd for cruelty ! 
The empire groans under your bloody reign. 
And its vast body bleeds in every vein. 
Gasping and pale, and fearing more, it lies ; 
And now you stab it in the very eyes : 
Your CfiBsar and the partner of your bed ! 
Ah, who can wish to live when they are dead ? 
If ever gentle pity touch'd your breast— 
I cannot speak — my tears shall speak the rest. 

[ Weej^ng and sobbtng. 

Por. She adds new grief to what I felt before. 
And fate has now no room to put in more. 

Ma^. Away, thou shame and slander of my blood! 

[ To V ALEKIA. 

Who taught thee to be pitiful or good ? 
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Vol. What hope have I, 
The name of virtue should prevail with him, 
Who thinks even it, for which I plead, a crime ?-— 
Yet nature, sure, some argument may be ; 
If them you cannot pity, pity me. 

Max. I will, and all the world shall judge it so : 
I will the excess of pity to you shew. 
You ask to save 

A dangerous rebel, and disloyal wife ; 
And I in mercy — will not take your life. 

Vol. You more than kill me by this cruelty. 
And in their persons bid your daughter die. 
I honour Berenice's virtue much ; 
But for Porphyrins my love is such, 
I cannot, will not live, when he is gone. 

MaXi 111 do that cure for you, which on myself 
is done. 
You must, like me, your lover's life remove ; 
Cut off your hope, and you destroy your love. 
If it were hard, I would not bid you try 
The medicine ; but 'tis but to let him die. 
Yet since you are so soft, (which you call good,) 
And are not yet confirm'd enough in blood. 
To see bis death ; 

Your frailty shall be favoured with this grace. 
That they shall suffer in another place. 
If, after they are dead, their memory 
By any chance into your mind be brought. 
Laugh, and divert it with some other thought.—- 
Away with them. 

[^Exeunt Berenice, Porph yrius, and Albi- 
Nus, carried off by Guards. 

Vol. Since prayers nor tears can bend his cruel 
mind, \_Loakinff after Foil. 

Farewell, the best and bravest of mankind ! 
How I have loved, heaven knows ; but there's a fate. 
Which hinders me from being fortunate. 



480 TYEANNTC LOVE. ACT V. 

My father's crimes hang heavy on my head. 
And like a gloomy cloud about me spread. 
I would in vain be pious ; that's a grace. 
Which heaven permits not to a tyrant's race. 

M€uc. Hence to her tent the foolish girl convey. 

Vol. Let me be just before I go away 

Flacidius, I have vow'd to be your wife ; 
Take then my hand, 'tis yours while I have life.— 
One moment here I must another's be ; 
But this. Porphyrins, gives me back to thee. 

[Stabs herself twice^ and then Placidius wrests 
the dagger from her. 

Plac. Help, help the princess, help ! 

Max. What rage has urged this act, which thou 
hast done ? 

Val. Thou, tyrant, and thy crimes, have puU'd 
it on. 
Thou, who canst death with such a pleasure see, 
Now take thy fill, and glut thy sight in me* 
But — I'll the occasion of my death forget ; 
Save him I love, and be my father yet : 
I Can no more — ^Porphyrins, my dear— — 

Cyd. Alas, she raves, and thinks Porphyrins here. 

Val. Have I not yet deserved thee, now I die ? 
Is Berenice still more fair than I ? 
Porphyrins, do not swim before my sight ; 
Stand still, and let me, let me aim aright ! 
Stand still, but while thy poor Valeria dies. 
And sighs her soul into her lover's eyes. [Dies. 

Plac. She's gone from earth, and with her went 
away 
All of the tyrant that deserved to stay : 
I've lost in her all joys that life can give ; 
And only to revenge her death would live. [Aside, 

Cyd. The gods have claim'd her, and we must 
resign. 
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Mcuc. What had^the Gods to do with me or 
mine ? 
Did I molest your heaven ? 
Why should you then make Maximin your fi)e. 
Who paid you tribute, which he need not do ? 
Your altars I with smoke of gums did crown. 
For which you lean'd your hungry nostrils down. 
All daily gaping for my incense there. 
More than your sun could draw you in a year. 
And you for this these plagues on me have sent ! 
But by the Gods, (by Maximin, I meant,) 
Henceforth I, and my world. 
Hostility with you, and yours, declare. 
Look to it, Grods ; for you the aggressors are. 
Keep you your rain and sun-shine in your skies. 
And I'll keep back my flame and sacnfice. 
Your trade of heaven shall soon be at a stand. 
And all your goods lie dead upon your hand. 
Plae. Thus, tyrant, sinc^ the Gods the aggressors 
are, \^StaI^ng him. 

Thus by this stroke they have begun the war. 

[Maximin struggles with him^ and gets the 
dagger /rom him. 
Max. Thus I return the strokes which they have 
given ; [^Stabbing Placidius. 

Thus, traitor, thus, and thus I would to heaven ! 
[PLACiDius^o/ifo, and the Emperor staggers qf^ 
ter himy and sits dawn upon him ; the Cruards 
come to help the Emperor. 
Max. Stand off, and let me, ere my str^igth be 
gone. 
Take my last pleasure of revenge, alone. 

Enter a Centurion. 

Cent. Arm, arm, the camp is in a mutiny : 
For Rome and liberty, the soldiers cry. 
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Porphyrias moved their pity, as he went 

To rescue Berenice from punishment ; 

And now he heads their new attempted crime. 

, Max. Now I am down, the Gods have watch'd 
their time. 
You think 

To save your credit, feeble deities ; 
But I will give myself the strength to rise. 

\^He strives to get vp, and, being v/p, staggers. 
It wonnot b o 

My body has not power my mind to bear.— ^ 
I must return again— ^nd conquer here. 

[Sits down upon ^ body. 
My coward body does my will controul ; 
Farewell, thou base deserter of my soul I 
I'll shake this carcase off, and be obeyed ; 
Reign an imperial ghost without its aid.-^ 
Go, soldiers, take my ensigns with you ; fi^l^ 
And vanquish rebels in your sovereign's right i 
Be£3re I di e 

Bring me Porphyrins and my empress dead i"^ 
I would brave heaven, in my each hand a head. 

Plac. Do not regard a dying tyrant's breath. 
He can but look revenge on you in death. 

[T\) the Soldiers^ 

Max. Vanquish'd, and dar'st thou yet a rebel- 
be? 
Thus, I can more than look revenge on thee. 

\JStabs him agai^. 

JHac. Oh, I am gone 1 {I^s. 

Max. And after thee I go. 
Revenging still, and following even to the other 
world my blow ; \Stdbs him again. 

And shoving back this earth on which I sit, 
I'll mounts and scatter idl the Gods I hit {Dm. 
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)^JSnter'PouvnYiiivs,BKiiE^iCE^AijBii!ivs,SMiers. 
FoBPHYBius looks ou the Bodies entering', and 
V speaks. 

: Par. *Tis done before, (this mighty work of fate !) 
- And I am glad your swords are come too late. 
* He was my prince, and though a bloody one, 
; 1 should have conquered, and have mercy shown. 
Sheath all your swords, and cease your enmity ; 
They are not foes, but Romans, whom you see. 

Ber. He was my tyrant, biit my husband too ; 
And therefore duty will some tears allow. 

Par. Flacidius here ! 
And fair Valeria, new deprived of breath ! 
Who can unriddle this dumb-show of death ? 

Cyd. When, sir, her father did your life deny, 
She kill'd herself, that she with you might die. 
Flacidius made the emperor's death his crime ; 
Who, dying, did revenge his death on him. 
';. [PoRPHYRius kneels and takes Valeria's hand. 
Par. For thy dear sake, I vow, each week I live, 
/One dav to fasting and just grief I'll give; 
And what hard fate did to thy life deny, 
;My gratitude shall pay thy memory. 
•: C(^/. Meantime to you belongs theimperial power: 
' 'IVe, with one voice, salute you emperor. 

Sold. Longlife, Porphyrins, Emperor of the Ro- 
mans ! 
t Por. Too much, my countrymen, your love you 
show, 
".That you have thought me worthy to be so ; 
.But, to requite that love, I must take care, 
' .Ifot to engage you in a civil war. . 
Two emperors at Rome the senate chose. 
And whom they chuse, no Roman should oppose. 
In peace or war, let monarchs hope or fear ; 
All my ambition shall be bounded here. 

[Kissing Berenice's hand. 

VOL. III. 2 E 
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Ber. I have too lately been a prince's wUe, 
And fear the unlucky omen of the life. 
Like a rich vessel, beat by storms to shore, 
Twere madness should I venture out once more. 
Of glorious trouble I will take no part. 
And in no empire reign, but of your heart. 

Par. Let to the winds your golden eagles fly ; 

[ To the Soldiers. 
Your trumpets sound a bloodless victory : 
Our arms no more let Aquileia fear. 
But to her gates our peaceful ensigns bear ; 
While I mix cypress with my myrtle wreath, — 
Joy for your life, and mourn Valeria's death. 

[Ecceunt 



EPILOGUE 



SPOKEN BY 



MBS ELLEN,* WHEN SHE WAS TO BE CARRIED OFF 

DEAD BY THE BEARERS. 

TO THE BEARER. 

HoLD^ are you mad ? You damn'd confounded dog ! 
I am to rise^ and speak the epilogue. 

TO THE AUDIENCE. 

I come^ kind gentlemen^ strange n^ws to tell ye ; 

I am the ghost of poor departed Nelly. 

Sweet ladies^ be not frighted ; I'll be civil^ 

I'm what I was^ a little harmless devil. 

For^ after deaths we spirits have just such natures. 

We had, for all the world, when human creatures ; 

And, therefore, I, that was an actress here. 

Play all my tricks in hell, a goblin there. 

GaUants, look to't, you say there are no sprites ; 

But I'll come dance about your beds at nights. 

And faith you'll be in a sweet kind of taking, 

When I surprise you between sleep and waking. 

To tell you true, I walk, because I die 

Out of my calling, in a tragedy. 

O poet, damn'd dull poet, who could prove 

So senseless, to make Nelly die for love ! 

Nay, what's yet worse, to kill me in the prime 

Of Easter-term, in tart and cheese-cake time ! 

I'll fit the fop ; for I'll not one word say. 

To excuse his godly out-of-fashion play ; 

A play, which, if you dare but twice sit out, 

You'U all be slander'd, and be thought devout. 

But, farewell, gentlemen, make haste to me, 

I'm siure e'er long to have your company. 

As for my epitaph when 1 am gone, 

I'll trust no poet, but will write my own : 

Here Nelly lies, who, though she lived a slattern. 

Yet died a princess, acting in St Catharine. 



* The celebrated Mrs Nell Gwtd. 
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